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Abstract 
In the local area of Western Port Catchment, Victoria, Australia, I engaged in an arts-based 
qualitative inquiry over seven years. As a marine ecologist, educator, maker and mother, I 
looked to artists who created artworks in relation to water to investigate how art-making 
might contribute to traditional science-based Sustainability Education.  
 
Initially I examined: What alternative relationship is negotiated and knowledge attained 
between an artist and a waterway in the art-making process? Artworks, photographs and 
transcripts of time spent with seven women – each of whom creatively encounter their 
local waterways in their everyday lives – were captured on my private research blog. A 
new query surfaced: How can I sustain waterways if I am not sustaining myself? 
 
An alternative methodology of blogging formed (bodyplaceblogging). I used an awareness 
of my body and its inclusion in the ecology of the world around me (place) through 
Somerville’s (1999) embodied response to place which asserts a body’s right to know 
place. With the bodyplaceblogging process, I moved through a post-structural/ 
(post)qualitative style onto a posthuman platform. I began to think with-water, moving 
playfully through an initial methodological frame of sustainable education (Sterling, 2001); 
beauty in everyday life (Rautio, 2009); post modern emergence (Somerville, 1999); and 
material thinking (Carter, 2004), into an emerging methodology that continued to be re-
framed as I encountered the words and images of the local artists, my children, the 
academic and theoretical literature (e.g. Grosz; Barad; Bachelard; Rautio; Deleuze and 
Guattari), and an emerging critical, embodied, place-aware everyday life.  
 
Data analysed in the blog was discovered to be data again in the thesis-writing process, 
leading to an a-typically formed and formatted thesis: a blogged, knitted blanket of space, 
place and body-squares. A linear notion of time became disrupted in a space of virtual time 
preserved in the past (blog posts) and actual time passing in the present (academic/prose) 
(Grosz, 2005). Here there is an abundance of matter made with, and making, all that I 
encounter in my mothering, artful, ecological, everyday life with water. Sustainability, as a 
movement, is traditionally defined as resisting the catastrophe before the end, sustaining 
what we have in rations – a provocation for lack. New possibilities for sustenance and for 
what is becoming, and unbecoming, emerge here in the making processes of everyday life. 
 vii 
Note 
Blog posts 
This thesis is written with blog posts that are extracted from my research blog which was 
originally primarily intended as a private journal for note taking and planning. I call these 
pieces of writing ‘bodyplaceblogposts.’ Bodyplaceblogposts were often written and 
published quickly during moving moments of everyday life. A blog post may have been 
published without any editing. After typing it, I would press publish and seal it 
immediately only to re-experience it by accessing the blog online later. I have left 
grammatical and spelling errors intentionally. I wanted to preserve the sense of movement, 
of the moment, and the energy they were made with. The unedited blog posts are, for me, a 
reminder of what is good enough. In a time and culture where I often feel pressured to 
work hard toward better, the bodyplaceblogposts left this way are me sitting with the 
imperfect as good enough. Shifting the success from the grammatical correctness 
accentuates the creative, passionate energy the blog posts were made with. They were born 
this way. Maintaining them just the way they are is a ceremony of acceptance, and a 
practice of the slowness I have come to feel in their making process.  
All blog posts are my words unless otherwise acknowledged. 
 
Photographs 
There are many photographs exhibited in this thesis. The photographs in the blog posts are 
intentionally small and thrown in as a blog post is made. These photographs are part of the 
whole blog post artwork. It is not always easy or possible to tell what the photos are of, 
and there are no captions or photo source notes, intentionally. All of the photographs (in 
blog posts and figures) are taken by me, unless otherwise stated in parentheses under the 
image or footnote.  
 
Artists 
I worked with the artworks, photographs, recordings and transcripts of eight artists and 
makers including: Robyn Carter; Prue Clement; Pip Cleeland; Anthi Emmanouil-Playne; 
Mikala Peters; Sian Adnam; Karen Preston Crinall (my mother); and Edith Maree Crinall 
Rowbottom (my daughter), during this research.  
 viii 
 
Spelling 
I have chosen to use Australian English (Macquarie Dictionary) in order to exhibit the 
words from the place where my body is located.  
 
Editing 
This text has been written, edited and proof read as a creative piece. Any idiosyncrasies in 
the text are intentional on my part. 
 ix 
Preface: Creatively re-searching 
In motherhood 
When I fell pregnant with Edith I believed having to stay at home full-time with a child 
might be hard for me. I had always worked a job I was passionate about. I prepared for five 
or so years of selflessness. Knowing a family was what I wanted and knowing it would get 
easier, I left professional work to enter confinement: to birth and raise my small child.  
 
When Edith was born motherhood was joyful immediately. It surprised me to find that I 
would not need to wait for joy and that I would not feel like a victim or student. I felt like a 
blossoming woman and fully-formed mother who was capable of nurturing a life straight 
away. There were also difficulties. Motherhood began with the challenge of recovering 
from an emergency caesarian and in the isolation of living as a nuclear family. While I 
tended Edith I shied away from asking for help. I was unsure what I needed. This thesis is 
made here, in the challenging, joyful depths of early motherhood.  
 
In conversation 
Winter, 2013 
A friend has read a draft of this first chapter and in conversation yesterday she shared her 
perception. It is self-focused, isn’t it. It is delivered lightly and I smile.  
 
Standing there with Annie, in conversation, I hear a very human construction articulated 
for me. We do not see ourselves as natural, as animal, or as part of the planet.  
 
In the material 
In Paul Carter’s Material Thinking (2004), a researcher is challenged to untangle the 
tautology of the term ‘creative research’ (p. 9) and create new knowledge as research. 
Carter works in the space between himself and artists to encounter new ways of knowing. 
Drawn to artistic methods and inspired to look differently - researching (for) a sustainable 
future - I begin the process of creatively re-searching the multiple (p)layers, the material, 
involved in acts of making and (in)habitation. 
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Chapter 1. Peering into: An introduction 
 
	
Winter, 2013 
I am sitting by a window at a small desk looking over our garden. I am in our shack of a 
house. It is a walk from the Southern Ocean’s Bass Strait, and the tidal estuarine 
embayment of Western Port, Victoria, Australia. In the last four years, I have spent time 
with practicing artists who create artworks of waterways, on waterways and with 
waterways while I critically inquire into how I might sing this coastal confluence of rivers, 
creeks, bay and ocean into health. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 22, 2013, 6:31pm 
On the floor 
I'm perched in the dark 
On the floor 
Being quiet. 
Looking through the glowing 
crevice 
of amber in the fire 
 2 
 
While subtle crashing waves 
And slowly flashing lights 
Nuzzle edie to sleep. 
It's a step on from the exhaust fan 
And gruff rumble of the bathroom heater 
She's lulled off to  
Over the last two days. 
It must be noisy in her developing imagination 
She needs 
A sufficient sound to dull the endless new words 
colours 
Tones 
Activities 
playing over 
That she has learned in the day. 
A sweet chirp 
she sings out just now 
And fades back into a waves wash 
I’ll wait. 
She's growing up 
And circling back 
Perhaps spiraling is more applicable, 
With 
its 
Coiling 
suggestion of accumulation  
Her character was immediately present at birth 
And mum agreed - she is like an Edith 
As life spirals around her 
Growing self, 
The melodrama of her birth 
Emanates through various holes in the fabric of Edith's everyday. 
 3 
I wonder if she's gone to sleep? 
No sounds now though the waves splash on 
I'm readying to write this blog into 
A story 
Forming this story is like being  
The sea 
swelling up around the stromatolites 
That are the bodyplaceblogposts 
 
Stromatolites 
Are 
Layered  
Pillars of blue green algae. 
Time-filled oxygen-producing beings 
Each layer 
Bridging then and now 
From ancient prehistoric times. 
They are 
All similar, 
Mostly cyanobacteria and other microbial organisms 
Holding, cementing sediment and earth  
Delivered by the water. 
Dotted on a coastal landscape 
with the whooshing sea lapping at their bases 
and over their tips in a tidal rhythm. 
Yet 
Each pillar is also its own individual shape and character 
 
The fire is so hot. 
 4 
 
It's the only sound around me in this dark. 
The heat, swells outward from its own body 
passing into my toes, 
calves, 
knees, 
thighs... 
And outward into the surrounding places. 
Into the surrounding space. 
The performance of warmth is a necessary element of wellness 
As offered by a blanket 
Or a cuddled pressing of two bodies 
Sun soaked stillness 
And movement. 
You may make your own warmth 
And you may make your own 
Sustenance. 
Walk to check the baby. 
Edith is sound asleep on her belly 
Surrounded by animals 
Soft and loved 
They follow her and she them 
All warm in their shared nest 
Woven together 
 
Summer, 2017 
I am a river her self, washing down a gully, and disrupting banks. A water body, I am 
washing over rocks. A little of me is left behind and a little of them is drawn into me along 
the way. I am part of the planet. I am the planet. 
 
 5 
Winter, 2013 
In my work as a waterway health educator, I focused on assessing the health of waterways 
and educating the public and school groups to identify pollutant factors. The education 
program was science and geography based and hoped that participants would become 
custodians of their local aquatic landscape, becoming communities actively involved in the 
ongoing improvement of waterways.  
 
I discovered an article by Siwan Lovett (2006) on educating for successful land 
management outcomes. Lovett’s article urged me to draw students’ emotions toward 
waterways and sustainability education. The article suggests people make decisions from 
an emotional space and so appealing to their rational cognition may not lead to successful 
action outcomes. I incorporated artistic practices into my science-based work to enhance 
the objective nature of our education programs. The process of making seemed to draw 
students’ attention toward the matter of the waterway, and the matter of their own bodies 
(Crinall and Henry, 2008).  
 
Finding David Sobel’s book (2005), Place-based Education, intrigued me further. Sobel’s 
proposal fosters care of places in children before presenting children with the dilemmas of 
place through a place-based education framework. Place is chosen deliberately to broaden 
the previously-used ‘Environmental Education.’ Place, for Sobel, includes natural and 
built environments (p. 8). Place-based education therefore incorporates the human as 
animal. When I use the term place I am thinking with the place of the ecological world, 
where ecology is the study of living and non-living matter interacting in a life-sustaining, 
cyclical system. Place-based education intertwines human and other-nature in relation. For 
me, it bases the human within the sustaining ecological system I studied as a marine 
ecologist at university. We are biologically part of this ecological system called place. In 
place-based education do we learn to survive and emerge from here?   
 
At school I experienced Environmental Education as a subject taught alongside English 
and Mathematics. Later, in my work, early in the new millennium, I found Education for 
Sustainability being born out of Environmental Education to incorporate queries of 
sustainability, how can we sustain our vital resources to sustain our own species’ 
existence? Waste and resource smartness, among other things, were being learned for a 
new kind of living, a ‘sustainable’ one.  
 
 6 
The premise underpinning sustainability-as-subject suggested to me that sustainability was 
a cultural tool to be learned and adopted: something foreign and difficult to grasp, 
something not natural for humans. At a workshop I attended called An Introduction to 
Sustainability Behaviour Change, Doug McKenzie-Mohr shared that it was proving 
difficult for people to change their behaviour for sustainability (e.g. McKenzie-Mohr & 
Smith, 1999). McKenzie-Mohr was exploring solutions for behaviour-change barriers via 
‘champions’, people who did it better than others. He told us stories of trickery and magic: 
how to be so that our own behaviour would filter into the person beside us, and then we 
could survive. Sobel (2005) is also specifically concerned with young children being 
provided with opportunity and space to engage emotionally with the natural world in order 
to achieve sustainability for the other, other-nature.  
 
I wo(a)nder from here to an alternative possibility. What if we - animals - are already in 
sustaining relationships with other-nature and each other? 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, June 14, 2013, 3:47pm 
Walking again 
 
The rain has not come today 
At all 
It's sad 
Like she 
The sky did all her crying and 
 
Now 
There are just no tears left. 
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The dark coldness of today is giving me this impression anyway 
Edith and I rugged up 
went for a walk anyhow 
Down Lawson Street swales 
Brimming with muddy  
Still water 
My ears are ringing frosted  
still 
On the footbridge I run! 
 
Heavy thud thud thud 
Frogs so loud 
Bonk bonk bonk 
Lawson Street 
Swales glisten 
we make our way 
Back 
home 
the water shines 
sun slips out 
My blood is pumping 
Edith I are dressed in western port  
blanket  
Edith 
 8 
peers out 
 
 
Summer, 2017 
I am peering into the original title for this chapter, Introduction, like 
looking through/ the glowing crevice/ of amber in the fire. I find the word, into. The letter r 
is missing in the moment I see into. Where has it moved to? The portion of the word, 
‘duct’ acknowledges the movement and I wonder, is r suspended on a ‘river,’ washing 
wayward in the ‘rain’ swallowed up by Lawson Street, or perhaps the r has transformed 
along with the emerging ‘research’?  
 
While working in the final edits, Edith and Vivi, my children, play inside, occasionally 
wandering out to check I am still here. I am sitting at my desk, in our studio, watching the 
wind push the pine trees easterly over Lawson Street swales in front of a grey, summer 
sky. 
 
Winter, 2013 
At first I had a positivist study in mind. I planned to interview artists about their artwork 
and waterway affiliations and assess how much of the waterway’s health improved 
following the painting events. This empirical research inquiry was initially designed to 
investigate the role of artistic monitoring techniques as a waterway-health education tool 
that would have a testable outcome and positive correlation with improved health of 
waterways. I wondered if the emotional aspect of painting would change the receptivity of 
the information and therefore more successfully influence a behaviour change toward the 
health of waterways. The success of information-based education programs looking for 
behaviour change in natural resource management had been questioned and alternative 
models were being investigated at the time (e.g. Lovett, 2006).  
 
When I invited my body into the inquiry my epistemology shifted such that I wanted to 
examine with a waterway, as a waterway. I wanted to follow my inclinations rather than a 
set plan that could not be altered along the way. I wanted to follow a different way of 
knowing, a thread, the flow. I began listening to my previously un-consulted body, which 
speaks to my human sustenance daily. It felt nourishing to allow myself a space to listen to 
me. 
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I stop and peer out. Sustainability is curling back around from water body to human body, 
eddying in an estuary.  
I wonder, what does an alternative inquiry into sustainability between human bodies and 
water bodies look like?  
 
Spring, 2011 
I am reminiscing now, back in the driver’s seat of my car where I am maneuvering a slight 
bend around the road, back to several years ago. I am sneaking glances at the lush dense 
bush of Grantville I so love to pass. I am wondering about my thesis and how to fix 
waterway health and community participation as the dedicated, hard-working sacrificial 
care-giver. A bird glides past, blurring with trees. A string of thoughts wraps me. I find my 
way through, left sitting, wool draping. I am soft and bound.  
 
I am wondering how can I sustain waterways, if I am not sustaining myself?  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, October 24, 2013, 9:23am 
What kind of knowing can create waterway health? 
It's not about liking her 
Paying attention to her 
It occurs to me  
 icy wind brushes shortened hair 
It's a different kind of tickle now 
More frequent and light 
As a Waterwatch officer 
a student once said to an excitable colleague and me 
"Well, we know YOU love the wetland, but why should WE?" 
It wasn't working to teach them to know it or to love it 
Our job  
To facilitate a different kind of knowing 
For potential love  
Love like love of self. 
Is this research really asking how art making inspires this? 
Today  
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walking  
I notice a pressure on myself to find things I love in Western Port, 
though watching murky water flow through stormwater drains 
and gawdy weedy dock poke through the swale pools, 
Well 
I simply 
don't 'like' what I see. 
But this IS Western Port's water. 
So 
I should make an effort to find it beautiful? 
The water in one swale is beautifully clear - 
the sediment settled to the bottom  
like a healthy swale should. 
But they aren't all like this. 
Then boots clobbing along, 
A shearwater lies 
dead. 
 
She's come home to roost 
but the weather, 
long 10,000 km journey  
treacherous conditions 
that has brought her also brought 
Her fate  
Gone in life 
here is her body 
I don't 'like' this either 
But this 
Is bass straits shearwater 
Sun slitting my eyes 
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Huff to hill  
Push the baby up 
Up 
Up 
And here I find 
Revealed 
a kind of relief that in simply noticing the ecosystem 
as it acts its lived experience, 
even to an end,  
in the shearwater's case. 
I find the respect that influences 
our 
Creating western port. 
By simply noticing 
Her 
I guess the theoretical query now is 
what kind of knowing 
can create her health? 
 
Winter, 2013 
Utilising a process of blogging emerged slowly. I came to know early that I wanted to 
submit a work that was experienced as an artwork. I did not want to tell the reader about 
sustenance, I wanted them to feel it. I wanted to affect the reader emotionally in a similar 
way to how I was affected making and reading back over my first blog, living little on pi 
(livinglittleonpi.blogpost.com). I loved the white space and the way I could throw images 
amongst the words and press publish. I loved leaving it alone and moving on. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 20, 2013, 5:13pm 
Looking down 
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Is my blogging 
flighty 
too 'out there' 
too far? 
I want to shorten 
cut 
paste 
reduce the words 
to increase the space for her to read what she likes into our day together. 
Mikala asked me how you are going, 
you, the PhD, 
I fumbled around  
a few sentences that fell out 
I can't summarize it. 
It isn't designed to teach any one anything. 
Its more there to read, 
and offer, 
a gift 
for you to play with in a way that makes sense to you 
I've  
found a space and method 
to listen to myself between me and the places I occupy 
a methodology in itself? 
a different way of thinking falls out when I type here. 
I feel well  
I blog often 
Is that an addiction? 
Barads experiment occupies me 
I want to experiment 
she says 
away from the linear thought science teaches 
For me this is a metaphor of movement  
Mikala offers 
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entropy is 
the physical principle that matter inevitably moves from  
ordered to chaotic 
yet we fight it 
I must look this up 
Do I expect an order to follow the chaotic? 
Order 
inevitably 
falls away? 
out of my control to the unpredicted? 
It's not that that is a problem 
is it? 
  
It's that we aren't looking for that 
or expecting that 
have we applied the scientific principle of reduction 
too broadly? 
shoulders feeling heavy now 
back to reading Barad's performance 
of the electron. 
 
When we are whole 
I understand 
there is neither continuity or discontinuity 
everything is not separate nor connected 
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it is all an intra-action 
not an interaction 
we all are one 
 
Winter, 2013 
Attempting to put a thesis together as an artwork begins here in this first chapter. I am 
using the acts of writing and collage as a form of making. This is an atypical education 
thesis. Where a thesis might follow a standard structure of Introduction, Literature Review, 
Methodology, Data analysis and Conclusion, I have composed this thesis being playful 
within this frame. 
 
December, 2016 
I am reading Elizabeth Grosz’s book, Becoming Undone (2011). Grosz is most interested 
in the movements of becoming that mean we are always also becoming undone (p. 1). 
These waves of editing are like gusts of wind working over sand at the water’s edge as I 
watch it down on the beach. The editing process reveals the temporariness of the patterns 
at the edge. The patterns are always changing, always becoming and becoming undone. 
 
Email, Winter, 2013 
Hi Dad, 
My work isn't really "about" anything so much as it is an example of thinking 
differently about a relationship between ourselves and the places around us, where 
matter is taken seriously in its finite physicalness.  
Love sar  
 
Spring, 2015 
Edith, three and a half years now, is drawing page after page of shapes beside me while I 
write. We are doing our work together, she tells me. Her shapes form human-like figures, 
some round, others oval. Vivi, now four months, is sleeping in the next room. I take a deep 
breath, look down to two books I have selected from the shelf beside me, and begin to type 
again. I purchased these two books after one reader, my friend and research group 
colleague, read a full thesis draft. She and I looked over Western Port together sitting with 
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the slight chill in the air. We were determined to sit outside and be with the watery 
landscape.  
 
Sue suggests my work follows on from the work of Julia Kristeva, via Margaret 
Somerville. I think about this for a moment. I have never read any Kristeva, however The 
Kristeva Reader stood on my mother’s study bookshelf my whole childhood, gazing upon 
me from above her desk. I knew the black spine and its white Times New Roman-typed 
text ‘KRISTEVA READER’ well. The book was sandwiched between a vast collection of 
books I had not noticed so much as this one. My work springs from my maternal line, I 
reply. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, October 29, 2015, 12:46pm 
Commensulate dependent 
In the dark of the "womb room" 
Vivis finger has just taken grasp off mine 
And she bows her head to sleep 
A tiny human baby on a yellow quilt 
Quiet 
My hair irritates my noschicheeks 
And o flick  
Back for morthe hand tightens  
And I slow 
To deep drawn in a full-bodied breath is how I bring myself to be in that 
movement with the little 
Life 
Born made 4 months ago 
Commensulate 
Dependent 
Aggregate 
Is me and daughters 
We live on off 
With  
Each other 
And sustain 
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Each other  
 
Winter, 2013 
The concept of my body being a valid knower emerged from my reading of two 
publications of Margaret Somerville’s: Body/landscape journals (1999) and ‘Post modern 
emergence’ (2007). Embracing my intentions to research creatively, Margaret’s work 
suggested to me I was listened to. As a trained scientist this flipped the methods I had 
adopted to do good science. 
 
Margaret’s body/landscape work shifts the focus from discrete bounded objects, disrupting 
the space between entities. Here, bodies, places, my self and a sense of an other are able to 
blur. The concept of post modern emergence supports the necessity of a research that 
follows a researcher’s way. Somerville asserts that students need necessarily to produce 
work that speaks from their own way of knowing. A post modern emergent methodology 
allows the researcher’s way of knowing to make the new knowing.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 5, 2013, 2:19pm 
Capsular bay  
Dearest Margaret, 
How are you on this windy day? 
Is it the same up your way? 
It's one of those days here. 
I’m in my dressing gown still 
vibrantly 
swiftly 
working around a pot of tea that I have slowly drank  
over the morning 
watching  
while wading 
in the posts of this work we are doing. 
At the moment, I have collaged 
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1 
this thesis / blog (placeconsciouseveryday.blogspot.com.au)  
It is a glomerulus of 227 posts from around me. 
(me is my body/mind/community/self.  
The being that I am for the intersections of all these and more parts of me). 
The glomerulus of the kidney 
is a nest of blood vessels that slow down the juices of the body 
allowing the nutrients 
to seep back into the body 
It is nestled in  
a womb-like tissue  
a hand  
or cup 
a bay-shape? 
called a 'capsule' 
And the rest, 
flows out of the body into the earth 
to offer  
nutrients to the soils 
this blog 
placeconsciouseveryday.blogspot.com.au 
represents 
the reabsorbed 
nutrients 
and this blog 
is my body's vitality 
expressing it 
so you might read it 
                                                
1	Image	source:	www.ole.bris.ac.uk.	Accessed:	January,	2017. 
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My hope is that this blog be my thesis 
I will keep posting,  
and don't imagine any 'end' post 
as I have accepted this is an 
emergent  
continuous, 
work. 
 
Winter, 2013 
During the preparations for this research I searched early for what research might look like 
in the field of waterway-health sustainability education where body and place were 
incorporated. I was looking back over my intentions. Why does one carry out research in 
this field? As I drove the length of Western Port for work each day, and back again with 
my body, my mind was trawling the sea floor of my knowledge bed for the next step. How 
can I examine art and reveal its powers toward waterways becoming healthier?  
 
Margaret Somerville is my doctoral supervisor. I have been told this work is heavy with 
Margaret. While this thesis is indeed my own unique work, it is woven with an 
engagement with the ideas and writings of Margaret Somerville, as well as others, as we 
work together toward the doctorate and a sustainable future, in partnership and in 
conversation. As an artist uses paint, brushes and muses to create a masterpiece, I work 
with the material I gather, am moved by and altered by. Along the way the thesis forms.  
 
One maker does not produce a thesis. There are many other makers. A contemporary thesis 
in the field of education is not written in isolation from the conversations with those who 
engage with the work as it is made along the way. Rather, a theoretical work as a product 
comes from the resonance between. The people who read the work and engage in the 
conversations surrounding the work are the sea lapping at its form like the Stromatolites, 
ages old and multiple in species number. They exchange matter, giving, receiving and 
shaping. These people are involved in making meaning in a collaboration that forms the 
richest new knowledge. The space between the readers and me, the writer, is the place of 
this thesis’ emergence.  
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Before I met Margaret I had met with other scholars. After each meeting I had decided not 
to pursue working with them. It was never an explainable response. I simply did not feel 
the work I wanted to do, investigating the role of art in ecological understanding, was 
going to come from collaboration with that particular scholar. After I met Margaret I felt 
differently. We talked about journalling and looked through an exhibition of her students’ 
artworks while she shared stories surrounding the places and people involved in the 
making of these pieces. I travelled home on a bus furiously scribing in my journal. I was 
bubbling with ideas. I began reading a copy of her book, Body/landscape journals (1999), 
as I travelled home.  
 
In Body/landscape journals Somerville begins to consult her body in processes of 
knowledge production in relation to the landscape (place or country). I had never 
considered my body to have something to tell my academic self. Once I read this it entered 
me, and my way of viewing the world altered in a way I could no longer deny. Like a frond 
of macrocystic algae adrift on the tide, I began to consult my body as an everyday way of 
knowing. 
 
Somerville (1999) is 
particularly interested in the moments and movements of translation in research 
practice - from body and country to representation and writing. This has pushed 
questions of representation to the limits of language, and beyond. An ethnography 
of Country stretches into new possibilities for thinking visually and spacially. 
(Somerville, 1999, p. 11) 
 
I journalled my research plans from a feminine, first/fourth generation, Anglo-
Indian/Australian perspective. I noticed, while thinking about the writing, that my body’s 
voice was becoming more prominent. I began to trust my own voice(s): those of my body 
and my mind. I put together my proposal in presentation form for my peers in the Space, 
Place, Body research group of PhD students, hosted by Margaret, and felt a strong urge not 
to assert my methodology, but to stay open to the flow of the research as time went by, 
while listening to my self. I presented that I would use mixed methods from Lichtman’s 
book on Qualitative Research in Education (2010), and shared that I did not want to plan 
everything ahead but to stumble upon things along the way. Somerville’s ‘Post modern 
emergence’ (2007), which I took as ontology, though it was originally written as 
methodology, resonated with this way of being for me and I quickly shifted into a creative 
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methods space knowing Margaret worked in collaborative arts-based methodologies. I 
considered post modern emergence a way of researching mindfully: a present way of living 
lightly structured and full of holes. 
 
My friend Mikala had moved to northern Spain and was keeping a blog of her life there. I 
decided to respond with a blog of what it was like living my everyday life on Phillip Island 
for her. I discovered I loved blogging as a process of writing and meaning making. I loved 
the space on the screen and the way its whiteness unfolded in a never-ending, non-finite 
kind of way. The pleasure in making the blog was matched by a pleasure in reading back, 
backward, over the past.  
 
I transferred my research journal to a new private (non-public) blogging template and sent 
it to Margaret, so happy with what I had made. My preparations to consider educating for 
sustenance on waterways through the blogged body/mind based journal quickly soaked, 
like water into the porous ground, into the ordinary occurrences of my everyday life. 
Considerations of places and spaces about water courses and their sustenance could no 
longer be separated from my own sustenance as the blog responded to my everyday life 
through my body. The blogged journal began to wonder how I could attend the sustenance 
of places without attending to questions of sustenance for my body.  
 
During my travels in my twenties I had kept a journal with singular words listed to spill out 
my thoughts and experiences of the moment, more as a time-saving practice than anything. 
Over the trip I had noticed this was enough to return me, sensorially, to the experience of 
the travels: how it felt to live a curious life experienced with all the senses, focused on 
absorbing, and surviving. Everyday occupations of a traveller returned to me through the 
pages: Where will I eat? Sleep? How can I communicate in this foreign space? I notice this 
same attention emerging through the blogging process as I started to string words 
surrounding my everyday life around home; without full sentence structures and attention 
to grammar I could notice other things. 
 
Blog-writing reminds me of walking daily. Not returning back on my steps to see the 
things I missed along the way that day; I return later re-experiencing the blog in that 
moment, with the memories of before etched in and also returning. In this way, 
bodyplaceblogposts are sealed theoretical forms that exist in a disrupted, moving way. 
Like thinking back on the memory of a walk to the Surf Beach heathland, the blog is un-
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editable. It feels necessary to leave the errors and let time layer matter over time in order to 
remain in the space of questioning what is certain and finite.  
 
Is attending to correcting and editing what has passed a hindrance to how we can know a 
life of nourishment and sustenance as it passes?  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 17, 2013, 1:07pm 
just keep going 
don’t change it just keep going... Margaret offered 
Here's the pause 
I don't want to upset the work 
that has accumulated so far 
It feels bulbous and 
separate to me now 
Sent out like a macrocystis gas float 
on the gently folding sea surface 
What comes next? 
 
Winter, 2013 
I consulted the university regarding the submission of the blog as a thesis. While I waited 
for a reply I began to write this chapter into a traditional form. I read the blog backward 
flowing upstream along the posts, like a blackfish returning from the breeding grounds of 
the sea. Like this investigation, the written thesis moved from the waters of a river to those 
of the sea, away from linear progressions to the more complex movements of water 
obvious in the ocean, and back again, as it was prepared for reading.  
 
The final piece presented here is a moving pause in the process of academic theorising: 
like a photograph of a stromatolithic sea captures a moment and seals it, preserved to 
exhibit and inspire. Behind the photograph the sea never stills. It continues to ebb and flow 
and exchange matter with the landscape about it. Elizabeth Grosz (2005) frames this 
bifurcated time. For Grosz, time travels in two streams – a passing present and a preserved 
past (p. 1). Grosz is more excited about the momentum of time over the destination. 
Grosz’s work enables me to draw the blog into the thesis as elements of the past preserved 
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woven by the hands of the passing present.  
 
Paul Carter (2004) noticed in his work with collaborating artists that the ‘weaving of the 
cloth was showing… the way… Creative knowledge cannot be abstracted from the loom 
that produced it’ (Carter, 2004, p. 1). I wonder, how do I make a thesis with travelling time 
that does not extract its meaning from the loom that produced it? Discovering and 
following my own necessary ways of knowing, bodyplaceblogging is becoming a post 
modern emergent process for this research. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, June 23, 2014, 9:30am 
gasfloat 
The small, kelp-gasfloat-sized embryo in my womb is now gone 
I have slept all day 
A frond strawn on sand 
weary from the physical business  
letting go of a developing life 
I am thirsty for the nest  
warmth of a bed  
rest that happens there 
This shift from life to notlife  
death is has been so swift 
 I notice 
the process of bodyplaceblogging  
is as swift as it is  
slow 
threads 
sentences  
body slipping phrases out at the pace of the mind 
I come to the end of a blog-reading  
I notice the threads becoming stacks of shorter sentences  
singular words 
It occurs to me  
a slowing down to the pace of the breath 
from the pace of the brain 
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it is this conversation itself 
moving between the pace of the mind to the pace of the body 
sustenance is activated?  
here  
we can hear the body  
spend time  
the  
body  
xknows 
 
Summer, 2014 
I have opened The Kristeva Reader (Moi ed., 1986) at the chapter called ‘Women’s Time’ 
(p. 199). I stop at the question: 
 
No longer wishing to be excluded or no longer content with the function which has 
always been demanded of us (to maintain, arrange and perpetuate this socio-symbolic 
contract as mothers, wives, nurses, doctors, teachers…), how can we reveal our place, 
first as it is bequeathed to us by tradition, and then as we want to transform it? 
(Kristeva, 1986, p. 199) 
 
During this moving pause I do not want to respond literally. I am drawn to patches of her 
writing and take them like shells off the sand. I look closely and put them back. The 
segment asking ‘how can we reveal our place, first as it is bequeathed to us by tradition, 
and then as we want to transform it’ (p. 199) stays with me while I read the 
bodyplaceblogpost above (Gasfloat). While I gaze in the space between place and body, a 
frond strawn on sand, I notice I am so close and my vision blurs. I cannot see the boundary 
so clearly now. I stop breathless at this blurring line to consider one boundary in particular 
- the boundary of life and death. On this edge, breath and body drops me in close proximity 
to other nature.  
 
Embryo in my womb is now gone. Death is splashing from the posts the entire way through 
the thesis. Death is a shocking chill that takes my breath away for a moment, you know 
that moment you are splashed by a playful child on the water’s edge. The water leaps, and 
lands on your body. You leap and gasp. Draw the breath in deeper and then ease slowly in, 
shoulders sinking into the new water-filled space of discomfort, surrendering. 
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As I feel more comfortable with death and soak into mortality, I find I want to survive, and 
in life, I, as a woman, and as a human, I want to thrive. Stripping back what it is to be a 
woman who is transforming her own choices for a future of sustenance, I am mesmerised 
by the blurring of the grass and my arm as I type. I find myself mixing up Kristeva’s 
words:  
 
How can place reveal itself, as bequeathed to us by tradition, and then as we (want to) 
transform with it?  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, May 11, 2014, 12:19pm 
The Cape 
My back is tight from carrying the kayak from the beach 
Dragging it along the sand 
Looking out over the after now 
The water flows 
Westernport to bass strait 
Contemplating diving in 
 
The wind is low 
Sun speck long surface 
One 
Two 
Three 
Birds wander slowly. 
We paddled around to that red point 
And behind it around it 
Then  
IN it 
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Ino the cave 
 
It breathed I. Like the tide was a breath 
And a gulping motion slid us in 
Out 
In 
Out 
In the land 
The red red square marked pink granite land. 
The green bright green warrigal green draped 
And yellow pink white green linens marked 
Watermarks 
Of tidal heights 
Particular times in the day and night. 
Like a clock!  
Occurred to me that I like being out there to feel the ocean and the sea and the 
land Beside it. 
A marine biologist learns manipulates tests 
But also watches notices sees feels 
This is it over time.  
The tide pulled us out 
It stills 
We ebb 
Then the wind picks up pushes against us 
As we paddle in 
The tide slides back in 
The wind settles 
Delivers us here again 
As we leave 
Calm 
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Still 
Flat 
(by the) 
(in the) 
(as the) 
Bass Strait sea. 
 
 
 
Winter, 2013 
 
	
Map	of	Phillip	Island,	Victoria,	Australia.	
 
We live on Phillip Island in between the Western Port Catchment and the Bass Catchment 
(where a catchment is an area of land that sends a storm’s water to one common body). 
Stormwater is any water that falls to the land outside of a house’s roofline. This study is 
embedded here. The bodyplaceblog is made with the material of Western Port, Phillip 
Island and more specifically, Surf Beach.  
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Map	of	Western	Port	catchment;	Western	Port	bay	(marked);	and	Bass	Strait	ocean	(bottom	left	dark	grey	
area).	Victoria,	Australia.2	
 
Our house in Surf Beach is built upon an old swampland that has been made into a housing 
estate. It is an old shearwater rookery, or nesting ground. The shearwaters still come to 
roost yearly on the heathland and cliffs. They look out to sea and make their nests as holes 
dug into the sandy earth of the coastal cliffs. Swamp paperbark trees line the open swales 
that drain water from our properties as they run alongside the dirt roads toward these cliffs. 
Our stormwater flows both ways, and both bodies of water capture my attention.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, Saturday April 15, 2015, 2:44am 
A watery scouring nesting 
My somach is in my throat 
A swollen sea on me 
Waves ruffle the silent sound scape of 2am 
I need to be upright. 
My breathing slows and thinks to 
Moves to feet = 1 
Knees up up 
Up 
It takes me 9 long breaths to cover all 
                                                
2 Images Source: Google Maps. 2017. 
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Skin 
Aurfaceand the tingle lingers 
My birthin preparation happens like this 
In sporadic reminders 
Snippets of time 
Grabbed  
Slowing  
Moments  
And movements 
The pleasure of it extends to water. 
And making 
Making dishes clean 
My body clean 
Teeth clean 
The earm water of the hot sink of bubbles  
Meshes with sounded of scouring pan 
How I love these pots and their glimmering clean 
Their potential for cleansing is so high 
I scrub harder 
The scratching draws up a new layer of the metal almost 
And I set it down 
The sound of toothbrush whizzing 
Feel on teeth 
Amalgamate to draw me back in that folding time I am so now aware I love 
within 
Back to Edith's pregnancy 
I resist the returned urge to shower twice a day 
For conservation of resources 
Conservation of feet 
But not time 
Time spent in these cleansing modes  
Draws me ini my body 
Into inside baby 
And out to future soon to be present where I nurture two not one children 
And my nest 
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Will be just  
So.... 
 
Winter, 2013 
Like veins running into water bodies, pipes, gutters and swales drain water over and 
through the land toward the body of Western Port and Bass Strait. The water is sometimes 
cleaned through a process of natural filtration via trees and grasses in the drainage zone. 
This vegetation holds and beds the sediment and devours the excess nutrients as the water 
passes over and through. The open-grassed, permeable drains lining the streets of Surf 
Beach where we live are called swales. Some drainage pipes directly deliver unfiltered 
water to the sea in closed drainage pipes with all the sediment, litter and chemical 
pollutants collected along the way.  
 
Examining Western Port as a map I imagine reading my body as a map. My corporeal 
composition is solid matter and water. As Edith rubbed my stomach this morning, with a 
small lick of her saliva, she told me, I’m making it better for [the baby]… the water comes 
into my mouth and makes water.  
 
Research questions (quest-ions) have been emerging and exhibited throughout this chapter. 
An ion is a charged particle of matter. Salt is an ion and makes seawater a good conductor 
of electricity. The ions or minerals are also known for their influence on our contentment. 
Mum recently came to visit and slipped her body into the sea to heal her skin, it’s the 
negative ions, she tells me. Like electricity travels through charged particles, this research 
follows a flow that was enabled by the ionic quality of the bodyplaceblog and its unending 
sprawl across the southern Victorian aquatic horizon.  
 
In December 2010, as I began this research inquiry, I started to look for artists to speak and 
spend time with.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 20, 2013, 5:13pm 
Looking down II 
Robyn Carter's painting, Evening Landscape is made of 
vivid blues 
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dark ciliated trees 
defined sky and land 
division softened by the isthmas of vegetation 
fading light. 
Mikala and I  
visit 
Coastal Creeks exhibition  
this morning 
 
on 
Western Port 
Winter, 2013 
I first saw Robyn Carter’s artworks at Saraghi, a local art gallery on Phillip Island in 2011. 
Her works are such bold statements of the places they are named after. The paintings are 
labelled like maps and include expressions of Warneet Foreshore, Cannons Creek and 
Gembrook forest. I know these places ecologically through my work as the Waterwatch 
officer for Western Port but I have not, until now, really encountered them through the 
eyes of an artist. Spending a moment with Robyn’s work reveals to me that so much of 
what I teach students of waterways is science-based. I wonder while looking at Robyn’s 
work about how the process of making these places onto canvases interacts with her 
everyday life and embodies the experience of the water about her.  
 
After experiencing Robyn’s work in Saraghi Gallery I contacted her and she agreed to 
meet with me and talk. Each one of Robyn Carter’s pieces stopped me. I am moved by the 
colours and their subjects and something I can sense yet not explain. When I spoke with 
Robyn about how she makes art on, of, near and in waterways, in the Western Port 
catchment, Robyn offered: The colour comes from my inside. Robyn encounters Western 
Port upon her family yacht, where she tells me she moves ‘like an animal’ across the sea. 
When Robyn returns from a boat-trip on the water, a painting is made in a room below her 
house that looks out toward the remnant coastal scrub that inhabits the space between her 
and the sea. Robyn brings no sketches or notes home. Instead, she says that the paintings 
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materialise onto the canvas, and she does not worry that her paintings are not made of the 
true colours of the place. I wonder if these paintings are part-Western Port, part-Robyn?  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 20, 2013, 5:13pm 
Looking down III 
 
Warneet  
Foreshore 
Is still 
and silent. 
And the day is winding up now with this post. 
What colours!  
Shapes 
details 
energy in the noticing 
I love getting lost 
in the work 
like you get lost in the dishes 
lost 
Hilda  
attempts 
to explain what she loves about painting 
I have a shed / studio 
Its mine 
My husband knocks 
dinners ready 
Elizabeth too 
disappearing into it 
pomegranates  
a scientific drawing 
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detailed 
representative 
delicate 
with respect for the living being  
captured 
immortalised in the drawing. 
Do you take poetry? 
Hilda asked 
I'm not comfortable on the computer 
wanted the words here 
theres more of a space there 
had to fiddle to arrange it. 
the words of her poem on Cannons creek  
flows down two columns 
one page. 
Mikala’s text  message   
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(Photos and artworks by Mikala Peters) 
 
Winter, 2013 
Edith is at home with Paul and so I have left the house to work. I work more solidly in this 
café space, cocooned in the white noise of chitter chatter and domestic acts of eating and 
drinking. As I type this a message pops up from Mikala. She has sent me photographs of 
paintings she has made of her local beach. 
 
I can see the colours and chambers of the heart in Mikala’s paintings. Edith is so interested 
in the traces of blood-in-veins she can see through my skin and asks, which one is looking 
for oxygens? The shapes and colours of Mikala’s rocks are chamber-like and connote 
flows from one place to another for sustenance. The concept of body and sustenance is all 
around me now that I attend to it in the bodyplaceblog. I am revelling in this bodily aspect 
of local place that now begins to feel less separate from, and less different to me, than my 
scientific (ecological) education might have had me know. 
Place-making begins with an investigation of oneself in place, and with the 
experience of the body – a particular enfleshed body, situated in a particular 
material and affective landscape (Gannon, 2011, p. 45). 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, October 1, 2013, 2:14pm 
Artful ecologies 
open the window 
sound of rain on the roof floods in 
bird chirps 
back twinges 
with the action of working 
favouring right over left as that is the only rubber glove I have 
almost finished. 
The winter of Spring 
is blowing and heaving 
a rain outside 
I take jumper on 
jumper off 
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it looks cold 
like a bitter winter 
but is warm 
and nurturing 
a light warmth in the rushing wind 
a stinging heat 
in the peeking sun. 
 
Spring School 
Experiences 
Are swimming in me. 
i'm heavy with lust 
to sit and write 
and flesh out 
all the feedback 
and ideas for moving forward. 
They, 
like the weather are heavy too 
so I am here to feather them out. 
The weight of them 
around my ankles 
decorating me 
yet stopping me. 
sun stretches in the window 
warms cheek on left 
right still chilled cold in shadow of house. 
 
I’m remembering now 
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as I type, 
the words don't write out the teasing 
this act of writing instead 
brings me to a space where its okay 
to just start writing in the thesis and let the new 
ideas and tangents emerge  
Edith and I pottered in the grass yesterday 
watching ants nad flies 
in their large green bladed forest 
for a long long time. 
I’m wondering, 
what forms between 
traditional Ecology and my work? 
I imagine a layering on the stromatolites? 
Reacknowledging my ecological skin 
Sees a wrap around me 
In an artful ecology 
The artful is the attention 
Consciousness 
Paid from between body and other 
and the ecology is the  
cyclical nature of sustenance 
between and within 
what is us and notus (rautio)? 
are art and science 
from opposite ends oif a fabric  
meeting over the breast n the wrapping? 
 
The weaive of the material 
Is course 
and the overlapping layers 
form an other 
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to ecology 
or artfulness 
alone. 
artfully attended ecologies 
of everyday and place?  
What do they look like? 
 
Confirmation presentation excerpt, 2010 
In an early reading, a call to send our selves outward toward places caught my attention in 
Margaret’s writing (Gruenewald, 2003a & b). The query wondered, if we de-colonised 
places, letting go of the way we interact and intersect with them as humans in the 
consumerist mould, how might we re-inhabit places in a profoundly new way? A critical 
pedagogy of place was proposed to direct human consciousness outward toward places, 
activated by a critical awareness of our impact on these places. Rather than needing to de-
colonise, we might work from the space where communities already inhabit place 
consciously (Bowers, 2008). This proposal celebrates the diverse cultural approaches that 
are already sustainable practices at work living out ‘culturally informed knowledge of 
place’ (p. 325). Taking this challenge to start where there are already acts of sustenance 
being sent outward to places, while also sending ourselves outward in a profoundly new 
way, I began to look around where I was from how I was.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, May 1, 2014, 9:59am 
Becoming shearwater becoming pacific gull 
We rode this morning to get milk and bikkies for friends comin over 
The air 
So cold 
Crisp  
Once out there I didn't eat to stop  
" to the beach Edith?" 
"Okay okay" so we do 
Our wallaby pouch bike doesn't have gears so it is slow up that hill behind shop 
Push push push work my legs  
Twist 
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Turn 
We are here. 
We haven't been for so long that everything feels 
So  
Vivid. 
I am so aware of 
Hair across face 
Golden sand below 
Green poa 
The acrid smell of warrigal greens laced over shearwater rookery. 
 
"Seagulls" notices edie as we trudge path 
"I'm comin" she calls from behind. 
Two pacific gulls and a silver gull 
Peck 
Poke 
Pull 
At shearwater body. 
   
From fine it looks 
Stiff 
blown up with death 
Breathless. 
I feel sad 
And resigned simultaneously. 
I think to thesis and the circling natured this writing like life 
And the way it travels between, through, alongside 
I am 
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So greaterful for the artful ecologies of my everyday now. 
 
Winter, 2013 
In Spring, 2011, I fell pregnant. Almost immediately I noticed a shift in how I, as a body, 
took care of myself. I was no longer prepared to invest all my energy in my professional 
work. I engaged with the places about me as a worker and an inhabiter. At 34 weeks 
pregnant, I was deeply aware of the well-being of myself enmeshed with the well-being of 
waterways. I left my role with Waterwatch and continued the research as a doctoral student 
with my new primary occupation becoming mother, in Western Port.  
 
For me it has become an oxymoron to attend sustenance of place without becoming 
conscious of the sustenance of my own body. Now I wonder, where are there spaces for a 
re/invigorated sense of place in my everyday life?  
 
How can I be differently of/for/with our local wateryplaces for a sustainable future (and 
now)? 
 
During my pregnancy with Edith I developed an awareness of the satisfying beauty in my 
everyday life while reading Pauliina Rautio’s paper (2009) on hanging laundry. Rautio 
concludes,  
beauty works in asserting, assessing, and challenging the status quo of one’s life. 
Through aesthetic relating to one’s surroundings, one’s place in life can be 
evaluated and the direction changed. Questions around aesthetics are thus central 
to education. Everyday aesthetics and the concept of beauty, in particular, are 
virtually missing from educational research or are misguidedly restricted to only 
formal art education (Rautio, 2009, n.p.). 
 
David Sobel (2005) argues that for beauty to be brought into education, place needs 
drawing into closer proximity. If teaching from textbooks about distant landscapes 
promotes not-thinking (Bigelow, in Sobel, 2005, p. 5) about the earth, Sobel argues for us 
to bring education back into the neighbourhood, bringing the beauty by looking where we 
are. I find the natural curve of a sea-shaped piece of wood beautiful. I know the wood will 
return to the earth, its carbon and hydrogen structure to be used by other entities, sustaining 
life. Sustenance, the body and the specificity of proximity bring beauty to me. As I 
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blogged with consciousness of body and place I noticed attending sustenance was bringing 
beauty into my life.  
 
After I fell pregnant with Edith I began to sweep and mop the floors for well-being instead 
of driving to the gym. Simultaneously I spent time with artists and made artworks. Like I 
observed for those making a painting, and for myself when I participated, my everyday 
movements were becoming enjoyable, oxygenating, sensational and resource-light ways of 
being. I was no longer finding housework to be the gendered oppressive tasks I had 
attended with anger and frustration until now. I was experiencing the sensation of joy 
regularly. I came to call this joyful way of becoming in relation to living my domestic life 
differently, artful. 
 
As if the moments of ordinary, everyday life that went by un-noticed, even resented, 
altered in my writing the blog, I found myself intrigued by the finding of pleasure in 
ordinary everyday acts through writing and joined Rautio’s wondering: Is beauty under-
attended in the field of education? (Winston, in Rautio, 2009, p. 23). In relation to my 
earlier thoughts with Sterling (2001) regarding how might we realise the value of human 
potential in relation to sustenance of the planet, I wondered: Could sustenance emerge 
from the very dull, specific moments of my everyday life as a mother (to be)? Am I 
reclaiming my everyday from oppressive notions of domesticity, through sensation? Does 
the act of making art interwoven with everyday domestic practices, flirting in excess 
(Grosz, 2008), offer something new to me as I move through my everyday activities? 
 
Specifically, I found myself beginning to apply a minimal-impact principle mindfully to 
these everyday activities between blog entries with a new veil of sustenance consciousness 
about me. My body became endlessly engaged in a bodily, mindful attention to tasks such 
as knitting and drinking tea. Adapted from a concept applied in clinical psychology and 
educational theory (e.g. Rose in Somerville, 1999), the bodily-mindful minimal-impact 
principle came to work for me as it intertwined with the minimal impact outdoor education 
principles I learned on a camp I attended as a secondary student. Here we were asked to 
attend to our actions, as we walked through the bush, with awareness of our impact. Foot 
on bush-floor, crushing leaves, smell of eucalyptus, feel of the wind. With such attention 
we were to act with as light an impact as possible on the natural features (also referred to 
as resources in this study) we encountered. Foot on path, stepping aside growing fungi. I 
was engaged with a new query, what if I act lightly on myself too? 
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Early Winter, 2016 
What if self is split open like a pinecone cracked by cockatoo beak outside my window? A 
cone’s fall on the ground outside. A resounding glock and a crackle. Pine seed enters 
cockatoo, nourishes cockatoo, and becomes-with cockatoo. Cockatoo lives on. Indulging 
herself, the cockatoo feeds herself in a way she knows she can, from the height of a tree 
she has flown such distance to come. Here she is now, nourishing herself in these sizable 
pines. 
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Chapter 2. Quick washing Western Port, re-viewing water 
 
Bodyplaceblog, June 1, 2013, 11:18am 
Unwrapping, unraveling 
As I read over the posts 
backwards 
I re-experience the production of this thesis in a distilled form 
I've never been good at remembering film storylines and can often rewatch and 
experience surprise and wonder 
rereading the artinwateryplaces blog is a little like this. 
I stretch through each post 
reaching for the next 
just one more 
just one more 
hold on to breath and bodily fluids 
to follow the thread back 
various stories 
laced so neatly through the journal entries.  
I react to certain posts with interest 
more intrigue 
guts pulled forward eyes squint 
may even read it twice 
look at it twice 
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so pretty 
I seem to be drawing out entries that feel instinctively part of the story 
not telling it though 
becoming it 
and later I return and add entries 
like there is too much to take in in one date-range sometimes 
other entries are just not related 
they don’t hold on 
I begin to feel this local western port as a space around me 
and the space around us generally 
I acknowledge it 
as the work convinces me to 
shows me again I'm existing within it 
the experience of reading blogged story backwards 
is quite like unravelling a knitted item's wool 
unravelling 
it's not undoing into an original form 
the wool is crinkled 
Imprinted 
 
Winter, 2014 
A waterway is a stream of water that flows down the landscape into another body of water. 
In this thesis I write of rivers, creeks, saltwater bays, oceans, swales and puddles. 
Pollutants entering a waterway are carried downstream and affect the health of the water 
elsewhere to the original site. My early waterway-health lessons for Waterwatch were 
delivered in a linear fashion. They cascaded downstream like a waterway. I hoped to wash 
the students closer to our (Melbourne Water’s) ultimate aim: toward a sustainable water 
future. The linear form of sustainability education, or education for sustainability, involved 
educating learners in how to determine and maintain the health of waterways. The 
expectation was that they would alter their actions in the future and, like the act of cleaning 
a waterway and sending the healthy water downstream, they would begin to alter the health 
of water for the better. This channel of knowledge sprung from the source toward an 
estuary mouth, out to sea, like the linear waterway we educated for.  
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I began to wonder what students of the water, adults and children alike, might do if we left 
them to do nothing by a river? What if they, the river and the human, were given space to 
seep into a relationship with each other? The water that inspires me now is no longer the 
leaf floating downstream in one direction. I am perched upon a leaf, though, I am upon a 
spiracular, eddying inquiry.  
 
My thoughts skip now, as I write, to the floods of Toomuc Creek in February, 2011. 
Beaconhills College walls were left marked with brown lines and plaster had swollen 
where the water level had risen. Students and I visited Toomuc creek regularly, prior to the 
floods, to practise physical and chemical monitoring techniques in order to decipher the 
health of the creek. I had not anticipated Toomuc Creek coming into the school to write her 
own script on the architecture.  
 
 
 
	Coloured	portrait	&	map	of	Western	Port.3	
 
While researching to see if cows could cross over Western Port like my Nan told me, I 
found a map. It is a portrait of Western Port’s water/body to me. The yellow is the 
terrestrial zone (land) in this map and the green, blues and white depict the aquatic zone 
(water). The green shows where the mangroves and seagrass beds can be found. 
Ecologically referred to as a subtidal zone, these mangrove and seagrass stands are 
submerged wholly or partly by the sea over a day due to the tides. The green is not always 
land. The green areas are sometimes water-body, sometimes land-body. Looking closely, I 
                                                
3 Image source: http://www.eastcoastkayaking.com.au/beyond-basics-course/. Accessed: January, 2011. 
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find that what is water and what is land is less definitive than I previously thought. What is 
water and what is land alters over periods of days and months. 
Bodyplaceblogpost, June 25, 2013 
Absolutely comfortable digging into home 
Prue Clements 
second interview 
August 2011 
Sun is streaming through the window 
Prue: I went choofing down 
and I think the first one was of the um 
the ibis 
there was a paddock full of them 
not just a couple 
it was here 
yep 
it was 10 years after I moved here that I started painting again 
Down Koo Wee Rup 
 
and there was a flock of Ibis 
and I went down to the very end down where the 
Koo Wee Rup tower is 
 
and that is where the first one I did 
and at the start the idea was to move up the river 
but then something took me down to Cannons Creek 
because the aboriginal lady 
you see 
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well I thought  
I have to go down there and have a look 
Sarah: Can you tell the tape? 
Prue: well 
so im sitting down doing a meditation, 
I thought I might just have a little sit 
and be quiet 
 
coz it goes well with art 
and then all of a sudden 
she just said to me 
‘we used to walk over to the islands’ 
 
I think she is still around 
yeah 
its never really left 
once you've seen it once 
it doesn't really leave you  
so off I go down there 
I don't know what I was expecting 
this beautiful estuary 
and all these water birds 
and quail island and its the marine park 
and I just thought 
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this is just amazing 
loved it to death 
so spend a bit of time painting there 
 
I then started making my way back again 
I think at first I planned to do the whole bunarong coast 
which is rather large 
 
would have taken me all the way to Werribee 
but then you come along 
and I thought 
I'll stick with the Western Port 
and I'll start at the Bunyip State Park 
I went up there coz of the fires to have a look’ 
 
 
Early Summer, 2016 
When people walked over to the islands from the mainland at the mouth of the Bunyip 
River, Western Port, I wonder if they walked over the water, through the water, or in the 
absence of water?  
 
Edith, Paul, Vivi and I went to the coastal confluence of Bunyip River today where Prue 
painted her first journal entry. We stopped to give Vivi some calm time. We meandered 
through some scrub and found ourselves by the riverside. A carp jumped! She swam 
quickly toward our edge, deflected, leapt, and flit off toward a bubbling riffle further 
downstream. Water splashed, sprayed and arched.  
 
 47 
Winter, 2014 
Margaret has pointed out that there is a greater attention to the coast in my thesis than 
literal waterways. Am I off-track? I am disappointed. Margaret is right. There are more 
artworks made by the sea and more artists who live by the sea. I spend more time, from 
day-to-day, on the edges of salty Western Port and the open ocean of Bass Strait than on 
the inland freshwater rivers and creeks of Western Port catchment where my research 
began.  
 
I am distressed at the thought of compiling a traditional literature review of waterway-
health education for sustainability. I feel like each time I engage with where the academic 
world is up to I am led into filling knowledge gaps. I become dis-interested and the work 
does not feel good. How do I review where this work is located without being led where I 
am not interested to go? How do I prepare the reader for where I am heading? 
 
I pull out Margaret’s book, Water in a dry land (Somerville, 2013). As I struggle to bring 
together my own literature review I look to her chapter, ‘Literature review of water’. In the 
first paragraph Margaret suggests she lost her footing in the generality of the global 
literature (p. 72). I like the idea of re-viewing, as in looking-again, at water. 
 
I am looking again at water for this presentation. My motivation springs from Margaret’s 
observation of my work as being of non-traditional waterways. I will frame how I review 
water in the bodyplaceblog in a conversation with the theory I encounter along the way. 
Throughout the thesis I will examine an alternative sustainable education that is for-water, 
with-water and as-water by looking-again. 
 
I like Prue Clements’ post, Absolutely Digging into home, so I copy it in. When I look 
again at each of the journal paintings closely, I see the images are of all kinds of other 
water. I hear Prue asking herself, where water comes from and where water goes to? 
Prue’s journal exhibits other-water. Water in flood in Koo Wee Rup swamp; rain; water in 
storm; and water in the cells of the body of the cumbungi bulrush stand. Prue Clements 
returns me to the headwaters (I’ll start at the Bunyip State Park). While flowing downward 
Prue is also slowing to a flooding pace and focusing locally. I think at first I planned to do 
the whole Bunarong Coast … but then you came along / and I thought / I’ll stick to 
Western Port. Prue’s water and Toomuc Creek ask me to acknowledge water’s way as they 
break the expected boundaries and banks. Prue’s home and the Bunyip River, and the 
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school and Toomuc Creek’s bed, become one when the water swells in flood up toward 
property boundaries that are not rigid boundaries after all.  
 
I am becoming more familiar with other-water now. Other-water seeps and flows over and 
under, around and through. It does not just move one-way. Now I see, water soaks, drips, 
ebbs, flows, evaporates, precipitates, condenses, diffuses and pools. Water moves in linear, 
flooding ways along and through terrain, altitude and time. Water moves through the states 
of solid, liquid and vapor. Water moves through ecosystems and organisms. Water moves.  
 
A note on re-viewing water in early motherhood 
As I entered motherhood I became acutely aware of my primary role in the survival of my 
child. This was not a surprise. What was unexpected was noticing that my child had a role 
in the sustenance of me. The one-way nurturing relationship I had perceived as 
motherhood was quickly dispelled for me through my first-hand experience of it. 
 
I write while breastfeeding, walking sleeping babies, sleeping with sleeping babies, and 
while draped with sleeping babies. I employ the space between bodies, minds and places to 
evoke a sense of how things are, and how they might be. Encountering literature, the 
artists, and the artworks as the matter of the research during the day-to-day proceedings of 
my mothering is inevitable, and necessary for completing this dissertation. I listen and 
respond to Edith and Vivi, the artists, and the artworks in the same way I respond to my 
readings of academic text and theory. The bodyplaceblog assembles all of these for me. I 
lap over them, back and forth. I am a wondering, wandering wave.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, February 24, 2015, 11:45am 
A nourishing sea 
I'm warm 
breath held a litlte 
loosening now 
as the words start moving down 
I am writing in the barn 
baby kicks a quick flick 
and thenstills again 
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I am editing chapter two and I have come upon kawa no ji de neru again 
the japanese name for co-sleeping 
a river moving between the banks  
I notice in the chapter I haven't really talked about  
the river link 
the way the river moves to a sea 
the child moving which stills parents 
I don't know what it means 
there are just so many threads tangling I sat them in there 
and kept moving 
edith 
the child 
the river has moved me toward the ocean? 
the nourishing maternal sea? 
Im thinking differently now 
seeing the water take soil from the banks  
leaf litter 
and carry it downstream 
keeping edith close 
gives us kawa 
the baby inside me is dancing I am distracted and my body cares very little for my 
playful mind 
this baby is myinside water 
like the cytoplasm in a cell 
 
Autumn, 2014 
I share the noticing of a need for a re-view of water in early motherhood with my mother. 
Mum replies that she too explored an alternative form of literature review during her PhD 
thesis. Mum reviewed literature that she found in op-shop piles and bookshop bargain bins. 
Her motivation was to encounter knowledge as a woman who was homeless. Mum wanted 
to engage with what was available and found on the surface of everyday life.  
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Bodyplaceblogpost, May 5, 2015, 11am  
Difference and Repetition  
I am reading Deleuze’s book 
Difference and Repetition (1994)  
rain falls outside in sheets  
whitened sky  
the sea and the sky are virtually indecipherable  
wrapped in a blanket and a coat and the only cold I feel  
on my hands stretching over 
tapping out these words on the keys  
this book was a gift from mum for my birthday and its green cover sports a 
spiracular interior of a shell 
I am now well aware of the significance of a spiral  
for me  
spirals move around and back on themselves  
slight iterations of difference keep the returning repeat a little removed from the 
original 
the whole shell  
spliced  
longitudinal half  
chambers inside that were once the opening dwelling of the snail’s body 
these compartments tell me the story of how a snail moves on and over with time 
leaving behind where she was to be in a new space  
I am 
as usual 
held at the second page of the introduction of this book 
I am busy playing here 
Deleuze is clarifying the difference between repetition and generality 
Sue has asked  
do I understand his writing?  
I do not read this book or any really without a therad from the thesis  
drawn across 
I have read chapter 2 this morning and identified something that I have not seen 
before  
Now 
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I think about it  
using  
Deleuze’s writings  
 
 
 
Winter, 2014 
In light of Deleuze’s repetition, I am now considering the bodyplaceblog. It is affording 
me an alternative way of understanding progress. More than a reflexive planning tool, I see 
the blog as a Deleuzian, spliced, spiracular snail shell built with repetitions of the specific. 
For Deleuze, repetition is a form of specificity where a series of multiples will exhibit a 
preserved version of the original though will not be the same. These iterations of everyday 
life are different to a linear life formed with extraordinary events progressed over a 
lifetime toward a time when things are better. For me a linear sense of time gets muddied 
in the spiral. I stop as I write this. For mud, water is needed. 
 
New possibilities open up for an everyday life that is more like art, for me, when moments 
are understood to be repeated versions of their original selves to the ‘nth’ degree (Deleuze, 
1994, p. 2). I imagine Prue painting; stroke over stroke, laying the paint over and over. 
Western Port is already there. Already becoming from the first stroke. 
 
In the moment it was written, each blog post was the most present version of life 
experienced between body and place for a moment. As time moved on these moments 
were sealed off and preserved. New strokes were laid down in the same form, upon the old 
moments. For Deleuze, repetition is not to be confused with generality. Repetition relates 
to the specific and the specific spills from the heart, speaking a lyrical language without 
entering exchanges (p. 2). Writing from between the body and place, in the present 
moment, activates the specific for me. The bodyplaceblog watches spiracular time unfold 
as the present is laid upon the present. Time here is non-linear.  
 
When moments are stored in the bodyplaceblog and looked back on (as in the blog is 
spliced to see what came before), the past is emitted repetitiously to the nth degree into the 
present. In other words, the past is re-experienced in the present, altering the present and 
altering the past. I return to mud here and how water droplets fall into earth where the 
water has evaporated from, and mud is made.  
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I am now wondering through the queries of the readers of Chapter One:  
 
Where is the water? What is a waterway to you?  
 
Winter, 2014 
I am reading Water in a dry land (Somerville, 2013). I am nodding through the chapter: 
‘Literature Review of Water.’ 
 
Margaret, I know these watermarks.  
The (water)marks like the lines on the black rocks that mark the different levels of 
water in the Booralong Creek, or the lines on the sand made by the water’s 
constant moving passage. Each watermark is a temporary stopping point in the 
flow of knowledge, momentarily separated out from the flow of the 
‘unremarkable fabric of everyday life’ (Somerville, 2013, p. 74). 
 
I shift the parentheses so (water)marks reads water(marks). It brings me to wonder about 
the ebbing, flowing movement of water in/with/as the ‘unremarkable fabric of everyday 
life’ (Somerville, 2013, p. 74). The bodyplaceblogposts are unremarkable, everyday 
water(marks). These water(marks) are motile, something that moves. These water(marks) 
make a mark with the movement of everyday and they continue to move from the blog to 
the thesis. The water(mark) moves and shifts in response to that which it encounters.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 23, 2013, 10:16 am 
In the night 
I thought to write to you in the night 
at 4 am Edith wouldn't settle 
she was rocking and rolling over my body 
looking for something to soothe her back into sleep 
between 
gentle play and chatter with her bear friend 
resistance to this welled up in me 
as a tension 
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craving sleep in my riddled sick body 
her boisterous head flung back 
aiming for the soft pillow and punched my nose 
first sting 
then ache 
and I 
burst into tears 
sobbed a little 
for the pain 
the lack of sleep 
and a little 
for the constancy of this work 
hard hard work 
then the little woman 
looked at me 
her finger reached up to trace my tears 
and her mouth fell into a somic (comic) 
grimace 
in she fell 
to my body 
so light 
and 
she cuddled me tight 
then fell asleep in my arms as we rocked together 
the tears kept falling 
down my face 
at a slower pace 
where they soaked and still 
upon her  
warm head 
 
Autumn, 2015 
Once I left my job with Waterwatch in 2012, to begin maternity leave, my life oozed 
outward to the coast where I was soon to give birth to our child, Edith.  
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I have just searched the world-wide-web for ‘Deleuze’ and ‘oozing’ and I find a reference 
to a writer, Vitale (2015) who reviews a book that refers to Deleuze’s oozing (Woodard, 
2012, in Vitale, 2015). I follow this tangent. Woodard is urging a living that oozes and 
flows in-between and across boundaries as opposed to the capitalist thingification which is 
made up of definite classifications of what is and what is not. This resonates with my new 
pre-occupation with looking again at water, not as an object but as a way of moving and 
becoming, so I write it here.  
 
Originally, I took the term oozing from mum’s transcript (see Chapter Four: Interview with 
mum). Mum has used the word oozed to specify a movement that is not from one place to 
another but a broadening, stretching, movement between two points that joins them. Mum 
speaks of oozing in relation to space. I move now to think of moving water(marks) in 
relation to time and objects, and the space between.  
 
In the bodyplaceblog each blog post is made after another, the momentum carrying what is 
present into the past, making room for a new present moment. Each post, its own self, is a 
pocket of time and a kind of water that makes sense in that moment. Here the new 
possibilities may contradict the last. Why would the moments of time that make up our 
lives be any different? That which continues to move with time oozes outward and over, 
expanding what is as water does to a billabong. Altered, is the edge, and the course and 
shape of the river, changed, for a time. No water path or water(mark) is finite and fixed or 
forever. 
 
A boundary is difficult to locate when the water(mark) continues to move. Woodard (2012, 
in Vitale, 2015) writes of slime. Slime is a model for what is in-between and un-
objectifiable. Slime is scientifically defiant. Slime is an organism that can be both 
unicellular and multicellular through time. It defies the binary mode of classification used 
to define living organisms. Their cellularity is an anchor for differentiating living things at 
the baseline of scientific knowledge (Vitale, 2015, n.p). 
 
I examine my ethics while attending questions of sustenance beyond waterways in a 
flooding or an oozing way. I am playing with water. I want to do research for the field of 
sustainable education for planetary sustenance now. 
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I look to Pip’s painting on the wall. I love it! I see its bleeding colours. 
 
Winter, 2011 
I met Pip Cleeland on Phillip Island in 2011. Pip and I came together to talk about the 
animals she paints. There are a few landscape-like watercolours hanging on a brick pillar 
near the door slotted slightly between the bold, delicately detailed animal portraits 
exhibited. They are meek, yet exuberant, like a child. Shy by her mother’s leg, peering out, 
and emitting the miraculous-ness of a child. I stop, captured, in front of them. Look at 
those eyes, people say to Edith. Look at those watercolours, I breathe. I dive into them, 
into their bleeding colours, a refreshing swim on a hot day. My body is ecstatic with the 
all-over tingling of cold water and air moving against my skin. 
 
Excerpt from interview with Pip, December 8, 2013, 10:27am 
Sarah: what do you want to show me?  
Pip: I want to show you these wee sketchy things  
This is all really rough stuff. Its just all, I was telling you, I would just get out of 
the car or go for a walk in the morning and do quick washes 
emmm, with, really quick little things  
and cut them up and collage them  
So this was quite big this one and it was about trees, but in actual fact in turned 
out to be landscape 
I thought this would be a great oil painting 
planning to take all of these and let my imagination go wild 
so even though this was based on trees 
and I love the trees 
emm 
who cares 
to me art is about  
there are no rules 
that was a landscape cut aswell 
that had been in the morning 
they are just really naïve and little 
something for me to blow up into a bigger painting 
to give a bit more definition 
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these little things are about  
the feel 
the feel 
the feel 
quick and spontaneous 
yeah 
so 
they are not actually pictures 
they are stuff you do to get ideas 
I would come home and I would put bits of paper on top to get the feel 
mainly Peterboroguh 
near Mansfield and near buller 
my little project I always like to have something bubbling away 
I was a makeup artist for years 
this was my thing to do 
take time off  
I would go and I would come out here lying on a beach I had this to do  
and  
its 
a 
great  
way  
to connect with the country 
if you’re actually settling in  
everything is more accentuated 
that’s just ocean and stuff 
you’ve used sand 
oh yeah I have actually 
this is all watercolour 
I brought it home and put it on 
some have marks on them  
that was actually outside 
theyd be done in two minutes right 
and I just went to the newsagents 
this its just a really cheap watercolours 
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four and a half minutes maybe 
what were you trying to achieve 
it was just about a feel 
not the look 
I wasn’t going for the look because that doesn’t look like the place I was at 
I keep saying this but 
the feel 
texture 
feel 
and also colour 
colour is so important 
it’s a mood thing 
colour 
that’s got a hot, warmer feeling to perhaps something like this 
it’s a contrast 
you know 
its actually a bit euphoric at times 
perhaps like your knitting 
when you stop 
it’s kind of like a natural energy you get from art 
 
Spring, 2011 
Pip is taking me through the quick washes from a box pulled from under her bed. You 
seemed interested in these so I wanted to show you more. One piece is granulated with 
sand that has been rubbed into the paint on Cleeland Bight. Another piece is further 
collaged back at the house. This one is washed with water. The edges blur. I can see a 
sliver of the ocean through the lounge window. 
 
What is Pip’s water? She never painted waterways. 
 
Pip’s work is not of water, it is made with water. The water is conduit for the colour, which 
is, for Pip, so important, it’s a mood thing, it’s about the feel. The water adheres the 
texture. It’s about the feel, texture, the feel. 
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The sand, the paper, and the colour are all carried to their resting place with the water. In 
the first interview, when I discovered the quick washes, the voice recorder failed. This 
required me to follow Pip up for this second visit, which happened to be at Pip’s home. 
 
I drive away from the large pocket of land that is tucked under towering pines by Bass 
Strait’s Cleeland Bight. I transcribe Pip’s words onto the bodyplaceblog. When I read what 
I have written out loud I hear the words trickle down the page. Pip is dripping with 
reflections, memories, possibilities and observations. None of it is linear or ordered. She 
shares thoughts as they come to her. The quick washes, and my immersion in them, are 
like water. 
 
Email from Pip, Summer, 2016 
Dear Sarah 
So lovely to hear from you and thankyou so much to invite together.. Yes.. So 
would love to catch up next week.  
When I saw you on challenge day I was like a fish out of water.. Only just getting 
land legs back in place.. So apologies for not being coherent!  
We could do tea next week I just have to find out what days I have on and off 
work and I shall get back to you. Send you a message this weekend. 
Take care beautiful 
Love pip 
 
Summer, 2016 
I saw Pip dive into Cleeland Bight and swim from San Remo across the Western Port 
channel to New Haven on Saturday. I do not know if she still paints quick washes but this 
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itself was a pantomime of water quickly washing her, and her it. Pip and Western Port 
diffused into each other, while I watched, in the most local and intimate embodied form. 
 
Autumn, 2014 
When Somerville (2013) attempted to draw a traditional, global literature review of water 
together, she ‘lost her footing’ (p. 70) between the local and the global, and set about 
deriving a local, embodied form of literature review. In the work Somerville has done with 
artist collaborators she noticed the oral stories were not recorded. They are ephemeral, like 
a wetland that dries in summer and floods in winter (Somerville, 2013, p. 70). These 
ephemeral stories ‘blow away in the wind’ (p. 70). They travel time, change over time, and 
they do not stop still for long. When they do stop temporarily they leave (water)marks, 
extraordinary moments that slip outside of the fabric of everyday life. Somerville 
acknowledges these marks in tune with her body and its experience of the landscape. This 
embodied, place-inscribed text enables the stories that blow away to mark the page and 
contribute to academic knowledge. 
 
Pip is planning to take all of these [quick washes] and let my imagination go wild. In this 
sense they are ephemeral. Temporary washes pooling until they dry up again and leave a 
dry bed, printed with what was other before. Three quick washes leave a mark here on my 
bathroom wall. This (water)mark has drawn Western Port on my wall, and into the fabric 
of my everyday life.  
 
Now I am remembering Pip and I stopped and sat on the shores of Western Port. Placing 
my body on Western Port I encountered the euphoric with my feet in the mud. We both 
noticed it and talked about this feeling of breathing slowing. Pip pulls her collar up around 
her neck as the sun sends us home. 
 
Quick washing, for me right now, represents the local and intimate embodied embrace of 
water-and-other, place-and-body. Quick washing plays on the boundary of what is water 
and invites me to understand water as other to itself: water as movement and water as 
boundary-blurrer. In relation to this I know myself as other to me. Water makes up some 
70% of my body. A quick wash performed is fluid and unfixed and so, complexifies what 
it is to occupy this place. In a moment, a quick wash both blurs what is, and defines it. 
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Matter coming-into-being plays out between the brush, paint, water, paper, and place the 
artist occupies. 
 
My thoughts move, as I write this, to the body. It occurs to me that place is not definite. 
When the body is consulted our experience of a place in a moment is only this way now 
and never again. The smells, sun, shade, wind, stillness, and time of day are all agents of 
place that shift with the tick of a second on a clock. A quick wash is therefore a more 
accurate depiction of place for me. It claims only to know what happened between a body 
and a place in a moment. It presents it with poise and grace, still and washed, across the 
page. Pip’s Phillip Island makes sense to me right now. 
To make a quick wash Pip rips a piece of watercolour page like she is throwing a dressing 
gown over her body in the morning. Marked with ordinary moments that slip from the 
fabric of everyday life, onto the watercolour paper, she paints. These pages are not marked 
with words, but with colour and movement. Pip shares that time stretches and contorts 
during these small paintings. Her breath slows to attend the painting. They are euphoric 
really. Not so much is said about the final pieces though there is a sense the quick washes 
are on their way somewhere. I rip them up and intend to make them into larger works but it 
hasn’t really happened. They are not final products themselves. They are marks of the 
present, passing moment and the future, on their way somewhere: euphoric, ephemeral and 
estuarine. They are estuarine in the sense that they are zones of mixing matter where place, 
space, body and time, in movement, encounter each other. They all lay upon each other, 
for now. 
 
I have three of Pip’s quick washes hanging on my wall, one of which we did together (left 
panel). I can see them from my bed when the bedroom door is open. Each quick wash is 
pinned at the top and the paper falls, long edge down, one next to the other. Marks on the 
wall, they stand like tall swamp gum tree trunks. Now that I write it, I see they are in the 
same formation as the Japanese kanji character for water, kawa, ?, as if it were reflected 
in a mirror or still body of water. 
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I recently searched for information on sleeping with Edith. I was inquiring into the safety 
of bed-sharing with an infant. I came across the concept of ‘??????’ or ‘Kawa no ji 
ni neru’ (Wagatsuma & De Vos, 1984, p. 105). Kawa no ji ni neru is the term used in 
Japan to describe bed-sharing. It means river (kawa) running between two banks. In Japan 
it is common for children to sleep kawa no ji ni neru, a river between their parents. The 
child is the water flowing between the parents who are the banks.  
Summer, 2013 
Phillip Island has a handful of small creeks and wetlands though there are no rivers.  
I am looking over Western Port at Erehwon Park, Cowes, Phillip Island, Australia. I push 
Edith with one hand, and take photographs of the serene setting of my early motherhood 
spell with the other. A dolphin bows. The mist, puddles, beach, and the bay are my water. 
Oh, and Edith. Edith-water-river, Edith-kawa.  
 
Creating Western Port, bodyplaceblogpost, 2015 
A little something from me 
western port on cedar 
the wind blew up on saturday 
and i brushed 
the colours of western port 
into the shapes of  
warm wintery blankets 
onto off cuts from our  
beachside nest, our home. 
all the while  
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in thought about 
this place 
its palette 
its texture 
and 
its nestlikeness 
while getting lost 
I noticed a final wash with water is needed 
 
Autumn, 2014 
I wanted to paint Western Port in the style of a blanket so I chose two cedar panels, left 
over from building scraps after making our barn/studio/office, where I type now. 
 
	
 
I gave one painting to Prue and one to Pip. Prue’s painting of Western Port, a square with 
squares made in silver and blues, hangs on a hook in the centre of her studio. 
 
 
 
Pip’s was on display in her kitchen by the toaster the last time I visited. Painting on cedar 
requires a lot of water. The water-based paint seeped into the cedar wood, swallowing the 
colour, and so I became vastly aware of the pathway and presence of water making them. 
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Summer, 2013 
I have wrapped up the blanket-painting of Western Port as bay. I would now like to give it 
to Prue for Christmas. There is a clear wall where it hung, and it occurs to me, now room 
for the web of Christmas gum twigs I have gathered to make a swale Christmas tree. Edith 
has been singing oh Christmas tree. A traditional pine christmas tree is evergreen and 
would stand out as special in the long white winter of the northern hemisphere. What is our 
southern hemisphere christmas tree? 
 
I wove a local wreath of wandering dotterel, walking with Edie along the swales today and 
gathered the twigs for my eucalypt web in response to this query. As I wrapped and 
tangled and bunched, I wondered, what happens when I live in-sensed in this local place?  
 
 
 
Summer, 2013 
When I become self-conscious of the absence of freshwater waterways in my study I return 
to the framework I have selected, examining the patterns made of holes, which emerge 
unexpectedly. Regardless, I cower a little. The self-consciousness is a cloak, a disciplinary 
voice lurking on the surface, instructing me to get everything right. I speak with the voice 
daily when I try to explain what I am doing in this thesis. I open my mouth with colours 
and textures in my mind, though only strings of meaningless words stick together and fill 
the space. The uncertainty, Margaret advises, sit with it. While it does not seem right to 
ignore the waterways, following my everyday life from river to coast has been the only 
way for me. I am reading an interview with Karen Barad (2012). Barad is asserting that to 
go off in any direction is not viable, or useful for new knowledge production. That it is the 
threads that entangle and create the new.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, February 24, 2015 
In a nesting way 
Laying back in milky chair 
lower abdomen is bouncing with insidewaterybaby like a wetland surface 
bubbling with nibbles from hungry fish below 
Iam reading sterling (2001) 
How can education and society  
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change together  
mutually affirming way 
towards more sustainable pTterns for both?... 
The linear idea that  
more environmental education  
change people  
society ignores [the realities] 
in a nesting way  
Sterling describes the way bigger systems nurture smaller similar ones  
the same shape as each other.  
Edith's here 
we are goin to the library  
I'll come back  
I am drawn to this part of Sterlings writing  
at first 
for the nests in 'nesting systems' 
and then the word 'linear' 
he is advocating away from linearity 
casue and affect 
I am here to know how he knows an environmental sustainable education 
that is nurturing 
an education and society that change together requires learners who are like water 
betetween education and society 
a society in education-consciousness and 
an education that is socieally-conscious 
it occurs to me as driving a consciousness is a key  
like the watching / reading itself makes the change possible 
It is night now and there are no sounds 
some car rumbles every now and then 
I am preoccupied with lists of things to do for the coming baby 
but pull myself here 
hungry for that feeling when I get in and it begins to flow 
Sterling notices that schooling mimics society 
and society will not alter its structure as long as schools are structured so 
schools do not operate with awareness  
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taking responsibility 
for the fact that our culture and social habits form who we are 
not just school 
the child inside pecks again 
I look down at my stomach wetland 
green and blue-banded pyjamas 
I sip my water 
and it bubbles a growling sound 
I am without thoughts so much as feel clear in sterlings words 
to 
keep going 
 
Winter, 2014 
Among the threads I watch entangling and creating the new, I cannot shake water.  
 
Water is in the cells of my skin, in the invisible air and right now, in the vase by me 
holding weeks-old rosemary stalks. The nursing water is stained brown and the inside-
water has been drawn out of the cells of the now dried leaves. The stem is beginning to 
throw roots out everywhere in search of nourishing water.  
 
We drove around the crown of Western Port today. Over 20 creeks and rivers feed it. All 
of these waterways impact and influence Western Port’s coastal marine health with their 
own health. Finding Western Port at the centre of the conversation of health is not 
misplaced. Western Port’s health indicates the health of inland freshwater rivers and 
creeks. To think about the estuarine nature of this water I notice the water moves from 
Western Port up the rivers, essentially backwards, other to the traditional understanding of 
a river that flows from headwater to bay. The backflow forms salty channels that sit upon 
the freshwater. These spaces make way for the reproduction and spawning of fish species 
such as the river blackfish. Lang Lang River estuary is a significant site of breeding for the 
river blackfish. Prue has painted a blackfish in her journal this month and written of how 
Blackfish means Koo Wee Rup. Koo Wee Rup means blackfish. 
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Bodyplaceblogpost, June 25, 2013 
Absolutely 
Sarah: Do you think you know Koo Wee Rup differently since you started 
painting again? 
Prue: Oh god yes. Absolutely. 
S: How so? 
Prue: I think the whole swamp thing. 
I love imagining how it was before it was drained 
I like imagining things 
and then I saw that thing about the Aboriginals finding their way around the 
swamp with beacons 
they were finishing 
and we have seen what happens when the water comes down 
 
I mean think of February 
this way its come down is unusual 
it probably must have been frequent in the old days 
it was awash with water 
and you can imagine 
when I saw Ten Canoes 
i thought 
there you are 
punting around. 
I've got photos 
punting around at Wilsons Prom 
and all their traps 
we went down to Cape Shank and saw the middons 
Flinders 
all the fish traps 
I love Flinders 
Oh and growing up on the peninsula 
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I used to ride around on my pony 
so I saw quite a lot 
and I think that gave me a love for the bush 
because you are just pottering around 
just clip-clopping around 
S: there is something that happens when you are going slow? 
 
S: So you've always had this relationship to painting and the places you are in? 
Prue: a plein air painter 
well yes 
you go out there 
and 
Granny would say this 
just take your board out  
and off you go 
it's a wonderful thing 
 
Prue was adamant to know Bunyip River. She told me she wanted to learn the science as 
someone would listen to the science. Concerned about the health of Bunyip River, Prue 
contacted Waterwatch and attended a training session. When she learned I was 
investigating processes of making art on waterways Prue decided to keep a monthly 
journal of paintings alongside her scientific data. A painting has been completed each 
month since 2011, mostly beside the Bunyip River. On two occasions I joined Prue to paint 
and record our conversations.  
 
While we spoke during our first encounter I knitted. I wanted my body to be involved. 
Following this we (still) occasionally come together in the catchment and paint together. 
We always have tea, carry out a plein-air painting event and return for lunch.  
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Prue offered me a ball of mustard coloured wool and I began to knit it into the cream-
coloured square I was already knitting. I did not know at the time that it would be knitted 
into a blanket made by many women in my life made with Western Port colours. It was 
during these first interview experiences with Prue that the stuff of everyday life intrigued 
me. I began listening to our bodies as the storytellers. 
 
  
 
Winter, 2014 
I watch Prue sit with the river. As she leaves I notice a small impression remains where her 
chair has held the grass down. The birds return to feed as we retreat, having hidden from us 
in the phragmites while we painted. They are chirruping and swiping their food. I watch 
her walk with painting hanging carefully beside body. Splashed and smeared on the page, a 
little Bunyip River goes with her. Prue and Bunyip River are in conversation and the 
exchange is a blurring one, where during the act of making they seem to impress upon one 
another.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, August 13, 2014, 2:48pm 
Muddy puddles 
Edith has just finally fallen to sleep to a story of yesterday. I told her with a fading 
voice, slowly, and repetitive to draw her off to sleep, 
The water splashed 
Splish splash on your legs 
And then tip tapped 
Fell back in the puddle 
You jumped 
And the water splashed 
Over and over 
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Winter, 2014 
I am sitting at the Cowes library. A woman is set up where I would usually sit, by the 
window. I take up residence closer to the shelves. I glance to the shelves, and notice an 
atlas of Victoria. As my eyes slide back to setting up my computer I notice a taped-up 
spine and I can faintly see the report’s title on the fat edge. I lean in. It reads ‘Westernport 
Bay.’ I draw it from the shelf. It is a report titled Westernport Bay Environmental Study 
produced by the Ministry of Conservation (Shapiro, 1975). I grin. I have been reading the 
proceeding document of the ‘Shapiro report,’ the Keough report. Melbourne Water has 
conducted a repeat scientific review to follow the ‘Shapiro Report’: Understanding the 
Westernport Bay Environment (Keough and Quinn, 2014). I play with the name. 
Westernport bay is under-standing me – I am standing on it. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, November 12, 2014, 12:19pm 
Siting in the wind with pip 
   
pip gave me this quick wash today 
a bustling day 
Pip described is in her genetics 
from 
Scotland and ancestors who learned to live in this temperament. 
we met about art 
we  
walk 
and tal it out at the next 
seal [plans for making together] with a well painting 
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like those pip shared with me all that time ago. 
teeth are covered in the tannins 
of the goddess tea 
often I don't like the order prescriptive layer of paint 
it's the second an third 
we're I rub and scratch paint off  
that the image starts to resonate with me 
‘I like what you are talking’ responded pip. 
our ideas swimming aroun us 
rubbing the preconceived 
discipline baed 
identity 
I accidentally surface 
this is becoming my life 
how I love it 
how I love it 
 
Winter, 2014 
Birds’ song drifts through the slightly drawn curtain, as does the first daylight. A thought 
drifts too, on the hum of the fridge. It is a sound I rarely acknowledge. Is Western Port a 
humming fridge? I have just read of Bronwyn Davies’ grandmother Jean in a presentation 
paper Margaret shared (Davies, 2013). I read that Davies is seeking out Jean’s shrouded 
story. Davies finds a post-qualitative genealogy receptive to silent, sticky strings. She is 
feeling for those who dangle in shame’s shadow waiting to be known.  
 
Western Port’s tentacles dangle, a sea-jelly adrift this cold, crisp morning. Light catches 
them and I can see. The turbid flats, motherhood and domesticity all dance now, no longer 
hooded by Port Phillip Bay or the dominant positivist performances of professionalism and 
academia. In the light of this emerging post-qualitative genealogy of bodyplace, I smile 
knowing Western Port and domestic motherhood have tangled into the conversation 
surrounding waterway’s health, and I settle in to keep watching the pattern continue to 
emerge. 
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Bodyplaceblogpost, March 1, 2014, 5:04pm 
Nurturers 
 
Gosh! 
after 
morning painting Westernport with pip 
receiving a poem 
 
from 
Margaret responding to my work 
I am 
swollen 
I have so much to say! 
 
nurturing 
mothering 
scenes 
scenarios 
settings 
everywhere! 
I eat an egg 
listen to sound of it in teeth 
swallow 
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Winter, 2014 
Pip scoops water with her jar. She tips it. We let the watercolour paint move. We watch. It 
rolls over the page, and settles at the lowest point as water does: a small puddle of colour 
pools in the water-phobic clay by a pile of twiggy bushes. Pip smears mud across the page. 
The water continues to move. I watch it from the corner of my eye as we walk away. 
 
Edith asks me, who is Pip? Is she an orange pip? I smile and reply, No. Last time you saw 
Pip she introduced herself to you as your fairygodmother.  
 
The act of painting with others is becoming a performance of becoming other as Pip and I 
watch the water draw our paintings into collaboration. As Hultman and Lenz-Taguchi’s 
(2010) sand plays with the children, the water asked us to acknowledge the blur in the 
fabricated boundary between ourselves, artist and not artist, and a mother and daughter.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, March 1, 2014, 5:04pm 
Nurturers II 
Nourished 
Edith and I garden 
she makes nests  
Z dq tells me for worms 
and birds in peastraw. 
pip and I take tea on clay edge  
we look at one of our collectively made paintings. 
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water drips from one to another 
ththey painteach other 
deep moist visceral mud 
green of new life peaking through 
 
I turn to see bay 
water  
moving  
the sea is coming to see what we have made 
they are so alike  
sea and painting 
bubbles 
we jump to find  
three toadfish search food 
feet sink in 
safein amongst this mother  
the salt marshes and mangroves 
again 
the sea is mother and child 
 
Summer, 2014 
There is a drawing laid out on the table beside me. 
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It is made of tight scribbles of various blues and black. There is a disjointed nature to the 
scribbles. Edith shows no interest in making a ‘whole picture’ when I watch her compose 
it. Edith marks the page and attends a doll beside her then marks the page again with 
another colour at another time in another space. The only reason it is the way it is now is 
due to the fact that she never returned for the next marking. 
 
Edith’s drawing reminds me of a different kind of water(mark) that resonates with Phillip 
Island artist Sian’s reflection. Sometimes it is not about anything. There is impermanence 
about this form of becoming that tantalises me into the next moment. This is a strange 
feeling. I am not interested in the next moment during this present one, but this is what 
makes the next moment tantalising.  
 
Water is only where it is while it is there, like Edith during her drawing/making, while it is 
always known and implied in its movement that this water will move along somewhere 
else, unpredictably. What happens next is tantalising while simultaneously uninteresting. I 
feel this way about the bodyplaceblog.  
 
The present nature of the bodyplaceblog gives me pleasure. When I sit down to make a 
post the pressure of after is non-existent. As a result at the same time, the harmonic 
resonance of this space between the blog and me makes the next move an exciting place to 
be headed. As I write I see now, this concept explains the prickle of my skin the moment I 
saw Pip’s quick washes. I wonder, what does a quick-washed sustainable education look 
like? 
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Bodyplaceblogpost, January 23, 2014, 10:18pm 
Anthime on surf beach dunes 
 
A sun set from yellow gold to soft 
 
stretching pink 
coastal grasses 
mint greek 
foot 
chocolate 
an ant joined us 
looking for 
on leg 
legs 
over and under 
away 
and back 
just one ant 
 
soft sand fine and white 
below deep added with shearwater printing notice ferrying 
this way and that 
over the sand 
and Hard sharp petrified like wood 
white and crackling underfoot. 
up 
up up we went 
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to to through broken shells 
scattereeveywhere 
here 
then sat 
 
on 
top 
stopped 
painted with chat 
and without 
for two hours 
while skin 
it he cooled 
jacket went back on 
anthea painted my face 
crusted yellow 
blue 
I thought 
 
as she worked I 
noticed the motion most 
splashes with washing 
tapping 
 to flick 
flicking to splat 
‘I was going to give it to you 
but I want to keep it’ 
she said 
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and while the sky washed deep pink at 9pm 
we both 
went  
home 
 
Winter, 2014 
Thinking with Sterling’s (2001) nesting analogy in Sustainable Education (p. 73), I ask 
myself again, body in foetus position around Edith in the night, how I can sustain 
waterways if I am not sustaining myself? I will refer to waterways, quick washes and 
wateryplaces where wateryplaces are spaces, crevices, pockets, cells, bodies and stretches 
holding or containing water. Quick-washed moments are everyday events carried out in 
water’s way.  
 
Releasing water from the solely objectified waterway opens up possibilities for how I 
come to know the space between art-making, domesticity and water now. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, August 8, 2014, 4:31pm 
Whirling washing machine 
 
Toes are sore from running the surf beach stretch this morning. 
Land laid out between Western port and Bass strait afoot. 
Anthi and I boing boing! 
Wallabies  
From banksia dune to airport swamp. 
Wallabies everywhere! 
Water’s everywhere 
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Water stretches long 
Floods between 
Titree bush onto path 
The empty vacuum cupboard shows black spots of moudl where flood waters 
reached too. 
Chpboard edges swollen 
The the path edges 
Swollen with the touch of 
The temporary marks of water 
 
Davies sticky strings of web comes back to me 
Is water a sticky string in my alternative genealogy of water? 
While the day outside is slowly lowing now 
There is no bresth in the wind 
Amd a silence sits here. 
What is silent in the stories of ecology? 
Is water so everywhere that it becomes a silent partner. 
It is so lifegiving and lifetaking? 
This occurs to me looking on photo here of rough rough ocean strait 
We are on the mountain of sand 
Looking down wondering whether to walk the beach back. 
The waves crash smash etch the rock headland metres dwon 
We wont get around there, we say and head back for the road. 
 
Running home now 
One foot arch aches  
Body toasty warm. 
I start to take the photos I resisted on the way here. 
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Water seeps, puddles, small wetlands on the path edge 
I see where they have started to recede  
Drying in the morning sun 
Anthi sees me take a photo  
‘I look at that puddle/wetland 
I Like it  
Then I see the rubbish’  
Now I am wondering how much we love ourselves? 
 
This wetland is a pathside/roadside 
Homo sapien here everyday 
Webbing sticky strands of human 
flung in this writing  
chip packet, concrete, adoration, me 
Humans, paths, chip packets  
Im just looking at the  
Pattern  
Whirling washing machine in laundry is rocking the house 
 
Winter, 2014 
This document, Western Portrait (Ministry for Conservation, 1973), is a side-publication 
of the Understanding Westernport (Shapiro, 1975) study. There is an image titled ‘Man.’ 4  
 
                                                
4 Ministry of Conservation, 1973. 
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I am (not) surprised to see that the image is of a woman, not a man. I see the mother and 
child, Edith and me. I also see Western Port as an entity being nurtured by an other. This 
Western Port/child looks about Edith’s age (two years at the time of writing) - a toddler 
with self-nurturing abilities and skills. A child this age may also show care and nurturing 
for her mother. I find the strength and capability of Western Port, the mother, here. Now I 
see two bodies in an embrace. In bodily proximity, they relate and exist, and it doesn’t 
matter who is the mother and who is the child. Their affection for each other blurs the 
space between, blurring who is who.  
 
Winter, 2014 
I took Western Port’s self-portrait. Dry rafts of seagrass lay piled high along the water 
edge and I bent down to hold the smartphone close to the dry, silver slivers of coiling 
matter so distinctive of the unusual sub-tidal flowering plant. Leaves lie like flakes now. 
Shed from the skeletal stem, showing no signs of being infected by wasting disease. I look 
down and see, Western Port is under standing-me. The seafloor, dry beds of seagrass, 
small invertebrate organisms, and algal biota are all assembled here comprising Western 
Port cycling through life. Where am I in all this? Margaret would ask. I do not know yet.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost August 10, 2014, 11:10am 
Swimming in Prue 
It is so nice to be swimming in prue 
the painting over our bed feels on my shoulders 
like wings though 
not a burden 
a stork and I am in the cloth 
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it is spacetimematter to me 
her voice speaks over my thoughts right now 
urging me not to paint what is there 
Slip to the line in mulligan and hill ‘landscape as a word distances us, makes 
place other’  
Thoughts swing back prues western port and how they reproduce 
Or produces because it isn't a reproduction of something that already exists 
Or is it? 
Rautios words slip it me in there. 
Our naturedness already exists  
So it is a reproduction 
Materialising what we haven't seen but has been there all along. 
This fits with the definition of post… we came up with at spb group Thursday. 
Posthuman is not meant to mean after human 
In Sue’s words, we are ‘in the consequence of...’ the human 
What about, we are ‘in the consciousness of...’ ? 
What about the consciousness of the not human, other than human? 
Margret asks me 
Prue’s attention to western port in an artful way 
Art as other to knowing  
Drew out 
Listened to the silent becoming between Prue’s self and western port? 
 
I have noticed Prue (Pip, and Robin) and (their) artworks are kindred. Making artworks the 
artist and the waterway make something other. The artwork becomes something known in 
the way a mother knows her child, other to cognitive knowing, this knowledge is already 
known at the artwork’s inception. Prue talks with me in her studio, with her paintings 
between us. I anticipate spending time with her at the waterway but Prue chooses to be 
where the artwork lies or is hung. Prue and paintings spend time touching each other 
during the interviews. In a physical sense, they are like mother and daughter, parent and 
child. It is not, as I see it, that Prue is the mother and the waterway the child here. The 
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painting is in a becoming, born of waterway and artist. The child, it is an other, tangling as 
places, the artist, and the viewer’s (my) sensorial response. 
 
Summer, 2014 
We have just returned from nowhere. We have been at Erehwon Park. I notice Erehwon is 
nowhere spelt backwards. We walked on dry seagrass rafts washed in from the bay onto 
the shore. I am astounded at the colour and texture similarities of this seagrass raft to 
Prue’s painting of Western Port that hangs above our bed. I know Prue did not mean to 
paint Western Port as a seagrass raft but here Western Port has made her own depiction of 
herself, a self-portrait and it is so resonant with Prue’s take on things.  
 
         
(Painting	by	Prue	Clements)		
 
How does an artist like Prue come to mark the canvas with this kind of mimicry? Mimicry 
is the copying of the physical features of one species by another to enhance its own 
chances of survival, in evolutionary biology terms, so I learned during my Science degree. 
Prue’s painting felt like Western Port to her as she made it, and along the way the painting 
was brought into sustenance, to life. Does mimicry occur in the same way? Can something 
on a surface look similar to something underneath? Is the object mimicking the artist who 
is entranced by Western Port, which is made noticeable (existent) to the artist through the 
in between (the reader, viewer, listener)?  
 
I am drawn back to Sterling’s (2001) ‘nesting systems’ (p. 32) again. The suggestion that 
small systems are micro versions of the larger ones resonates with me. What does the nesty 
mimicry of Western Port/Prue/me have to say? I am now visualising the way a nest is also 
shaped like a bay. And below the surface of the bay is a nest.  
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Also Summer, 2014 
Now that I am here, what of my mimicking the waterways? Emerging, I come to be like a 
waterway moving toward the bay metaphorically and literally. I am the child moving along 
the banks, the river, riding the current to the sea, circling back, and spiraling beyond. The 
words have brought me here, and I cannot un-notice now that I have embodied the 
waterways and found myself downstream at the sea, as the sea. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, December 1, 2013 
Salmtarsh standing 
This morning 
found myself heading for Churchill Island to write 
here I am 
surrounded  
this nursing motherly water in the saltmarshes  
 
Shallow 
vegetated 
calm water is pooling in amongst these shading  
cleansing 
slowing plants  
 
on land 
It occurs to me that the water is a child here  
and the land is a mother.  
 
Saltmarshes are the coastal vegetation band highest in the coastal intertidal zone. They are 
wet and dry intermittently. Nursery habitats for small juvenile fishes, saltmarshes shelter 
fish that hide in the spaces between. When I studied the ecology of saltmarshes during my 
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Bachelor of Science honours year I watched daily for low-pressure systems. Anything 
under 1000hPa (hectopascals) allows a high tide to flood the saltmarshes. I would wend 
my way back from wherever I was to tiny Swan Island, Queenscliff, Australia, and set up 
nets to catch my fish sample. In my honours research I was wondering, ecologically, what 
assemblages of fish use saltmarsh habitats? It occurred to me later that an assemblage that 
included me was forming on the saltmarsh flats. 
 
Many fishes inhabited the swollen sea that covered the saltmarshes tidally. I pried into 
their bodies to measure fish-lengths, weights, life stages (juvenile or adult), and diets to 
determine how important these saltmarsh habitats were for fish survival. Our aim was to 
demonstrate the saltmarshes’ importance, to fisheries especially, and justify protecting the 
habitat from being claimed and cleared by developments. It occurs to me now: we were 
killing the saltmarsh to protect the saltmarsh. 
 
At low tide I set fyke nets specifically to capture fish. Fyke nets are mesh with a long, deep 
belly held open at intervals by square, enclosing ‘ribs.’ At high tide, fish would swim into 
the saltmarsh. When the water had receded and the fish attempted to swim off the 
saltmarsh flats, these fish would be stranded in the net, the water gone, and I would come. 
Most of the fish I found were young juveniles and they were always dead or almost dead. I 
cannot hardly bear to write this now. I feel ashamed and confused. I had not given much 
thought at the time to the deaths. After all, these deaths were my attempt to save the 
saltmarshes. 
 
A fish called a hardyhead was the most common species caught. Their bellies were most 
often brimming with the dead exoskeletons of terrestrial true bug (hemipteran). 
Hemipterans are bug-predators with long, beady antennae and soft wings the size of a 
sunflower seed. Edith, Vivi and I were sitting upon a saltmarsh bed exposed in the low tide 
at Rhyll on Sunday when a hemipteran crept by. It was the first time I had ever seen this 
bug alive. During my honours year I had believed the hemipterans, of which there were 
hundreds in the guts of the hardyheads, must have been consumed by the fish after being 
washed from the canopy and killed on the surprise of a high tide. I never found out.  
 
Edith opened the ‘water planet’ book while I slept on the mattress yesterday. I woke to her 
seeking the name of a fish from me. The caption suggested that this fish was spouting 
water from its mouth to knock terrestrial bugs from the branches of mangroves into the 
 85 
water below, and eating them. There are always multiple versions of a story and multiple 
possibilities. In either version of stories above, the trees/sediment/water body are the 
mothers offering food as sea, la ma-r, to the offspring that are the fishes. Bodies immersed 
in water. In the former version the water feeds the child. In the latter version the child 
becomes active in her search for lifefulness and nourishment. A child seeking. Edith has 
reminded me: I am a child, seeking. 
 
The concept of mother and child is iterating through this chapter as multiplicit and 
interchangeable. An entity can be both. Today at the library reading a touch-and-feel book 
Edith scratched at the fur of a tiger. It’s rough mum, she told me as she scoured it with her 
nail. Rough and soft. Now I am wondering, how does our ability to sense multiplicit-ly 
alter our reality? May we play multiple simultaneous roles as mother and child? And how 
does this affect how and what we sustain?  
 
Summer, 2013 
I cringe at the thought of the cold, hard work of my honours days. Now that I have 
confessed this I feel other things too. I remember adoring my time walking barefoot on the 
saltmarsh in the howling weather. It was spongy. A little like how I imagine walking on 
the moon might feel. The strange textures and visual beauty nurtured me. The explosive 
firework vegetation was yellow, green, purple and many hues of red. After the tide had 
risen and fallen again I loved to find the net full of captured fish. I would collect the fish 
and dissect them. My emotions were multiple and contradictory, and I return to the cringe 
as I watch myself make a singular cut down the ventral under-line of the fish’s body. The 
guts spill out brimming with partially digested amphipods and hemipterans. I enjoyed the 
discovery. I did not enjoy the lengthy identification and inventory process applied to these 
full stomachs.  
 
I came to sketch these gut-bursting creatures on birthday cards for at least a year after. 
Perhaps this was my tribute to their lost life? Perhaps I was drawing, photographing, and 
writing the saltmarshes back to life? Or was the way I drew the saltmarshes with pencil 
just as a bird draws a strand of human hair into a nest? An act of sustenance: sustenance of 
whom? As I drew up the saltmarshes into the place about me and into my body, I sketched 
them into my skin to exfoliate me of the roughness of these acts of murder I had imposed 
on the bodies of these fish.  
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The phrase back to life returns to me. I was taking their food and bringing it back to life 
with my pencil in an attempt to rewind: going backward to when there was life. By 
swimming in the sea every day through winter and summer, I marinated myself in brine 
solution like the many fish I killed to know it. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, 1st December, 2013 
Saltmarsh standing II 
 
I stopped  
got out of the car  
walked down from the Sarcoccornia quinqueflora (beaded glasswort) to the warm 
lapping western port sea off Churchill Island and I felt like I was visiting an old 
friend who was also myself.  
 
It was warmer than I expected and the pebbles were smaller, and less sharp too 
 
 
Winter, 2014 
Pip and I are on Rhyll foreshore to quick wash. I mark a page with seawater, and a blue 
serpentine line forms. I am surprised. I don’t know what this mark is. One explanation is 
that this is the mark of oil seeped through the page from the blue crayon used by Edith, 
weeks before.  
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Stumbling on Edith’s invisible contribution to my painting warms me. She and I are 
painting each other’s work. Pauliina Rautio’s paper on children carrying stones comes to 
me. In order to be the nature that we are already, Rautio asserts, ‘we do not always have to 
look far to find practices worthy of cultivat[ing]’ (Rautio, 2013, p. 394). 
 
Edith’s making reminds me of the water(mark)s made in movement over generations and 
returns me to Davies’ grandmother Jean who is not spoken, and so silent, though still 
inhabiting (Mazzei, 2003, in Davies, 2013) Davies’ life. These unspoken storylines are the 
tracks of water running down a fogged window after the invisible water boiling for dinner 
condenses on the glass for me. These water(marks) are ghostly, seemingly from nowhere, 
‘something wild and unexpected’ (Davies, 2013, n.p.), just like Edith’s mark in our quick 
wash. I wonder what wild and unexpected storylines will reveal themselves through the 
next chapters of this thesis as I watch the water pool in the mud matter? 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, August 10, 2014, 9:29am 
Prue and rautio 
Red branbag sunken in 
Iced toes and saem tea 
And rautios anthrpormorhising and distancing paper (2012) 
She is discussing ways to ‘communcate in relation to ones everyday life 
environment.’  
Ive come here after reading prues blogpost of all the monthly artworks collected 
And blogged 
Does the artmaking distance or draw in proximity of artist to everyday life 
wnvironwmnt? 
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And what happens when people talk about places like they are people? 
Beyond this it sraws something out of the sapce between the self painter and the 
other painter who plays with the artist as mich as the artist plays with her  
So a humannatured other swims in this space 
Now thinking to mazzeis silent study. 
For me the silence in the images  
The no-wprds is like the white spaces in the blogposts i exhibit for reader 
Both spaces invite the other to mess with the self? 
Soing ehat rautio argues for 
Cultivating from not far from our everytday loves a eay of austaining becoming 
And  
Not rejecting the self  
Anthropocentering  
Loving our selves  
Welcoming ourselves into the ecosystem and our attention to it 
An artist sows this 
So involved is she in the making of her place-body 
And it seems clear too 
That places are inviting her to make the water body. 
Waterplacebodies emerge as our nirturable other self? 
Am i making any sense? 
Prue sits and paints. 
She conjures her self to the place and lets place know she is there. 
The wond pishes and pulls her 
Shows her the wattle of winter 
The bliegreens of seafrass through skyprinted ea surface 
And a painting is made. 
It is not-her 
And it is-her. 
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Chapter 3. Multicellular methodologies:  
Blogging (post)qualitative research 
 
Creating Western Port blog post, September 30, 2013 
Welcome shearwaters 
 
While the weather whistles and taps outside 
bringing shearwaters back 
I thought we could sing them home with images 
Sounds 
Anything about on inspired by these resilient 
incredible birds? 
Along the way I've learned their 
hearts enlarge, 
their stomachs shrink 
and they travel 10,000 km 
from Siberia to Australia 
every year and back again 
to lay their eggs in rookeries along the south eastern coast. 
Same nest every year. 
Last year I heard the chirping young in their nest for the first time. 
Found several broken eggs. 
Two years before, as a new resident to Phillip Island, 
I thought I had hit one on the road with my car 
and drew this drawing (above) for it. 
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Spring, 2014 
Nia and I were walking on the surf beach one morning when we spotted a shearwater 
fledgling. It was around Easter time. The small fluffy ball of bird was struggling at the 
shoreline or so it seemed. I picked it up and carried it back to the rocky, green dunes where 
I imagined it had come from. Much later we walked back by this spot. Two pacific gulls 
were guffawing at the shoreline over the body of a shearwater. When I returned home and 
looked in a book on shearwater ecology (Serventy, 1996), I read that at this time of year 
shearwaters make their way from cliff top rookery to the water where they run, literally, 
across the water until flight takes hold and off they set, bound for their other home in 
Siberia, leaving the southern Winter for their nest in the Siberian summer 10,000 km away. 
Many make it to the water for flight, and many do not. 
 
These exiting shearwater chicks are born here in south-east Australia and another nest 
awaits them in Siberia. Though they haven’t been there yet it is also their home. In Siberia 
they feed all summer long then they use the stored energy to return south again. The 
shearwaters lace a flight path between the two places over their lives, marking in a 
territory. 
 
Creating Western Port blog post, October, 2013 
perfect, blurry shearwater 
 
(words and images by Mikala Peters) 
One year ago exactly to the day,  
I witnessed the homecoming of  
hundreds of shearwaters back to  
Cape Woolamai for the first time.  
I wrote in my diary how we spotted a couple of small dark birds swoop closer and 
closer,  
‘it must be them!’ we cried out.  
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Following that day we watched the homecoming from the dunes many times, 
feeling their anticipation for darkness, spotting the first one to cross from sea to 
land, listening to the faint whoosh of their gliding flight, then the crash-land into 
the bushes. Our minds filled with awe for their long journey, their mysterious 
life, so near yet so foreign, they remain elusive in the fading light.  
I tried photographing them,  
and the blurry results actually represent them perfectly,  
we just get glimpses,  
our imaginations left to fill in the details.  
A year on, and I am excited to welcome them home again, a complete year, eggs 
have been laid, midnight squabbles had, chicks hatched, food gorged, journeys 
began and journeys ended, did last year's chicks make it back?  
Thank you shearwaters, for sharing Cape Woolamai with us.  
 
Confirmation proposal excerpt, November 28, 2011 
Educators for sustainability grapple with the strong ties of Education for Sustainability to a 
traditional scientific knowledge (e.g. Tsevreni, 2011; Lucas, 1980). I am drawn to the 
sentiments and intentions of Tsevreni (2011) and Sterling (2001) and intend to locate my 
wonderings in between. Tsevreni proposes a model for action that involves incorporating 
emotion by educating from the place of experience and perception. Sterling offers a 
transformative paradigm that ‘values, sustains and realizes human potential in relation to 
the need to attain and sustain social, economic and ecological well being, recognizing that 
they must be part of the same dynamic’ (Sterling, 2001, p. 22). I will merge sustenance of 
being and sustenance of resources here where my experience, perception, emotion and 
science collide. 
 
I want to do an action research-style naturalistic inquiry (Stringer, 2004). I have read that 
the methodology is a ‘collection of methods or rules by which a particular piece of 
research is undertaken and the conceptual frame of principles, theories and values that 
underpin a particular approach to research’ (Somekh & Lewin, 2005, in Mackenzie & 
Knipe, 2006, p.198). I find myself drawn to a generic approach. This mode had been 
widely accepted in qualitative research over the previous decade (Lichtman, 2010, p. 87), 
attractive for what I see as its comet-like structure. Generic methods fulfill my need to start 
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with a fixed suite of particular methods at the project’s inception that will produce a tail in 
relation to but not in the same shape as the initial methodology.  
 
Winter, 2013 
The openness of a generic approach during the initial phases of research allowed the 
research methods to surface along the way. The methodology and methods that now frame 
the data collection, reflection, analysis and interpretation process of this work are other to 
those I began with in 2011. I find there is an unfolding methodology. This emerging 
methodology is other to that which instigated it. This work has been described as post-
qualitative so I am now wondering, what is this?  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, December 1, 2015 
Pink short tail night 
A short swim 
Soft 
Air 
 
The sun set pink on pyramid rock 
 
Two ladies tell me when I ask, how is it different now? 
They have visited here for 50 years 
There used to be a rock that we called old man’s head 
It was covered at high tide 
Visible at low tide  
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Oneday it collapsed 
We could tell the tide from the house 
Come down for our walk on the low 
Glimpse the pink 
the water shines from the floor up  
an ice rink on sand 
waves walk in 
long bands 
the dark pink sky brings  
black cruising bodies 
gliding 
‘Ru said they are short tailed shearwaters’ 
look up and fuzzed black comets approach 
note a challenge in the air 
now the meager must be kept to myself 
I think 
extraordinary experiences of everyday leisure or work 
are being reported amongst friends 
with competitive edges 
leaving a jealous tinge for tellers 
and receivers 
just between me and you 
ll the whiel itwas a nice 
nice night 
by candlelight 
I a big grin as the sounds dance 
songs sent out under bat-filled pine trees 
night rises and day fades 
shearwaters sleep 
sitting here in the night 
it's a nice nice thing to do 
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Winter, 2013 
 
Topology (from the Greek τόπος, ‘place’, and λόγος, ‘study’) is the mathematical 
study of shapes and spaces (Wikipedia, 2013).  
 
The new language of post-qualitative research brings me in to listen closely. Now that I 
have read Barad’s (2010, 2012) papers I cannot stop thinking through all that I read. I do 
not always know what it means and I am so grateful for the bodyplaceblog’s light 
quickness. Here there is vast space to play out my understanding. I have come across a 
paper that commiserates with my squinting at all these new terms and concepts. Greene 
(2013) has written in the International Journal of Qualitative Studies in Education (QSE)’s 
special edition on post-qualitative theory. As a newcomer to post-qualitative research, 
Greene offers a review of her own title as ‘social’ researcher, writing of her shift from the 
single sphere of the social, to the multifaceted, flat topology of an assemblage (Deleuze, in 
Barad, 2010) or mangle (Barad, 2010) of everything.  
 
Greene (2013) intends to break open this new language to avoid isolating outsiders in over-
representation (also see MacLure, 2013a). I find opening up the language complementary 
to breaking open the style of research. I am sitting, working, in the studio. While I work, 
now, my mind is skipping impatiently about this time I have to work in the studio today. 
Leaping to and from the thesis, I flirt with the idea of making a painting. I am enjoying 
painting the woollen blankets of my childhood and early motherhood into portraits. The 
squares of colour, patches of moments, sewed together into a mangle weave delicately with 
my reflections on Greene’s researching way, and my own. This thesis has come together as 
a patchwork too, forming a surface of disrupted yet complementary moments of time, 
space and place laid out in a flat topology of place and study.   
 
Summer, 2013 
I have copied out two paragraphs from an interview-based article between Karen Barad 
and Andrew Kleinmann (Barad, 2012, n.p). I do not know where the ! has come from. It 
isn’t there in the online article though when I cut and paste it emerged, ! =F: 
‘The usual notion o! interaction  
assumes that there are 
individual independently  
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existing entities or agents that  
preexist their acting 
upon one another.  
By contrast, the notion o! ‘intra-action’ queers the !amiliar 
sense o! causality  
(where one or more causal agents precede and produce an e!!ect) 
and more generally unsettles the metaphysics o! individualism  
(the belie!  
that there are individually constituted agents or entities, as well as times and 
places) 
According to my agential realist ontology,  
or rather  
ethico-onto-epistemology 
(an entanglement o! what is usually taken to be the separate considerations o! 
ethics, ontology, and epistemology),  
‘individuals’ do not preexist 
as such but rather materialize in intra-action.  
A speci! ic intra-action enacts an ‘agential cut’ 
(in contrast to the Cartesian cut—an 
inherent distinction—between subject and object) 
e!!ecting a separation between ‘subject’ and ‘object’ 
within the phenomenon.’ (Barad, 2012, n.p) 
 
Paul and I are sitting on the floor surrounding by pipe cleaners, pegs, a sea of craft 
materials at the Saraghi Gallery and I am reading Karen Barad’s work. Barad (2012) offers 
an ‘ethico-onto-epistemology’ of spacetimemattering that disrupts the notion of individual 
pre-existence. In a spacetimemattered arena individuals are understood to materialise out 
of existing matter from the phenomena that ‘is.’ Here are we with-water, with-peg, and 
with-place. If my work radically disrupt(s) the logic of causation inherent in the linearity 
of writing as Margaret has reflected, does it enable me to get closer to a spacetimemattered 
way of knowing? How does bodyplaceblogging affect the individual and their relationship 
to other-matter such that the writer becomes one-with-matter?  
 
Now I am wondering about disruptions and time. While composing this thesis I have 
encountered linear and disrupted, non-linear time. The bodyplaceblog fragments time into 
 96 
segments of the most present moment. When I came to write the thesis, I drew out the blog 
posts. At first as I spliced the posts from the blog in a backward fashion into the forward 
forming thesis chapters, I found stories with plots emerged anyway, by the way. It was not 
coherent, traditional writing and it was exciting to see what threads in the present moment 
tangled with the blog post threads from the past. Chapter One used time this way, in a 
continuous, estuarine flow. Here time = blog post moved from present into the past, and 
time = thesis-writing moved in the opposite direction from present into the future over the 
top like a salty layer seeps over a freshwater layer in an estuary where a river meets a sea. 
The blog posts have started to disperse now. In Chapter Two and now Chapter Three, 
during editing processes, linearity eddies and a certain other sense makes the writing. I 
require out-of-order time to make sense. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, May 7, 2013 
It’s mid winter 
it’s mid winter 
and the wind howls outside. 
my dressing gown 
is like a down feather layer 
and the sun warms me 
sun trapped between my feathers and my body. 
I am a shearwater. 
Roosting in my rookery. 
Shearwaters arrive in september 
hearts enlarged 
stomachs reduced 
fat stores depleted 
ready to 
roost 
in their 
rookery. 
Some have energy 
and others 
lay here and there 
dotted amongst garden beds 
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roads 
along streets 
and paths. 
Trying  
but not always succeeding to 
make it between homes 
 
Winter, 2014 
This chapter is perforated with shearwaters. Shearwaters are a timely and rhythmic aspect 
of our everyday life on Phillip Island. Shearwaters can find their family’s nest in Siberia 
though they have never been there before. They are born on southern coasts like the one 
we live upon, a rocky, sandy cliff here at Surf Beach. The shearwater’s ecology breaks 
open what it is to be local, at the animal level, for me.  
 
The shearwaters nest in rookeries. Each family lives in a hole like a pore in the dermis of 
the red-rocked cliffs looking from the land back out to sea. The cliff comes to be a porous 
skin where the shearwaters nest safely in the sandy, rocky, dunes clothed in green-lace. 
Shearwaters live out a cycling life between two places. The emerging methodology that is 
of my own life cycling in the period of researching in early motherhood listens carefully to 
the story of the shearwater now. The shearwaters come here, to Surf Beach, to roost, nest 
and hatch their chicks, just like me. 
 
Confirmation proposal extract, November, 2011  
I am working from a methodology of post modern emergence as articulated by Margaret 
(Somerville, 2007). Margaret noticed an emergent pattern in her work with students. The 
temporarily-named post modern emergence methodology formed in response to working 
with researchers for whom it seemed imperative that an alternative way of knowing be 
acknowledged (p. 226). These included people working from and within indigenous 
cultures and marginal territories. Articulating the common elements from the individual 
pursuits of these researchers, post modern emergence has created a structure with which to 
begin my work. For Margaret,  
 
an example of a point of emergence is the moment when a student from a science 
background researching teachers' use of online technologies became aware that she was 
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also researching her own practices, that she was deeply implicated in the research 
process (p. 228). 
 
Post modern emergence arches over me like a shaded tree, providing relief from the hot 
summer sun of corporate, Cartesian expectation. I am able to meander an unknowable path 
at an everyday pace, rather than a known, expectant one swiftly in pursuit of new 
knowledge. By gathering interactions, experiences and influences via the research 
methods, what is found, or encountered rather, is played-with without defining any one 
objective truth, while staying close to a bodily instinct for which directions to explore. 
 
Emergence, in this context, is articulated as a point of self-awareness in research, where 
un-expected possibilities are experienced, followed and articulated by the researcher. Here 
the researcher becomes embedded in the research. It is not possible to work as a distant 
observer of this research (Somerville, 2007). A scientific definition of emergence is an 
emergence of a whole, which is formed by merging parts that could not achieve the same 
outcome alone. For example, the shape of birds flying in a V is an emergent complex. The 
V is a collectively formed characteristic that one bird cannot create alone. For me a 
methodology of post modern emergence brings into question the assertion that there is one 
objective truth for all. It values an unpredictable point of emergence for me in my work. 
Here I will look for the greater patterns that emerge in my work that could not exist 
without the weaving elements (including myself) of the matter and process.  
 
Margaret suggests we become-other in emergent spaces of becoming during the research 
process (2007). For my work, this framework is nurturing my confidence as I meander 
between a self and otherness that resists sole representation of the competitive, economic-
driven education system and ethic that Hay (2002) argues we have been trained within. A 
process of researching – embedding – point of awareness watches me emerge from the 
already socially, culturally, politically and naturally influenced person I am. I will neither 
reject the ontological self I know, nor rely entirely on this self. What other becomes when 
seeking a sustainable life for my self, sustaining resources? 
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Bodyplaceblogpost, August 5, 2011, 2:47pm 
Becoming mangrove 
 
 
Sustaining myself feels imperative to me while exploring options for educating for 
sustaining resources. At the time of writing, I experience pressure to conform to nine-to-
five-and-more work-hours, and work into the night. Post modern emergence, as a 
framework, is allowing me room to respond to this ontological pressure, and query it. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost June 25, 2013, 1:36pm 
In conversation 
Face 
falls content 
and tired 
im listening to Prues story 
I loveto play with the words like play dough 
Place is constructed at her whim as to what it is and means 
The quick steps from one place to another 
in continuous reels 
reminds me now I think  
in this blogging process 
in numerous eddies back and forth 
in this time from spaces near and far 
The present moment anchors the conversation 
the chair 
the temperature 
the produce splayed out on the ground near where we spoke 
the material matter is just as necessary to the conversation's production as is the 
time and space 
and our occupation of it? 
I must find that article Margaret referred to  
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She refers to by Barad on timespacemattering. 
These places are subject and objects to Prue 
They are  
other to her  
evidenced by her wondering - how did I come to be at the end of the earth? 
An extreme expression of distancing 
‘I am a shearwater coming in to land,’ she said. 
Are Prues paintings and stories offspring of place / woman / heritage? 
She draws me in and my proximity is altered  
you came along 
Western Port  
Became 
Home 
she offered, 
I am eager to  
dig in here 
I stopped to paint at the Koo Wee Rup tower after this interview 
I paint a local scene once a month learned from Prue 
I am coming to know Western Port with Prue and paint and streams of words 
We are, Prue, western port and I 
in conversation 
 
Winter, 2014 
Who is nature?  
Such a group of factors, all working together in relation to a particular species, 
can be called an ecosystem, ‘ecos’ being the Greek word for ‘house’. In a given 
geographical area, like Westernport, there may be many ecosystems; while in 
turn, the whole area may form part of a much larger and even more complex 
ecosystem (Ministry of Conservation, 1973, p. 4). 
 
Earnest Haeckel coined the term ecology for scientific inquiry in 1876 (Mulligan and Hill, 
2001). Haeckel applied ecology to evidence-based theorising of individuals, populations 
and communities in chemical and physical environments to decipher simple 
understandings from large, complex systems of life that we will never fully understand. 
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Spring, 2014 
A feminist studies science seems a tactile science. As I read Barad’s (2012) list of words to 
describe its intimacy I see a tendril of a combjelly with hair-like cilia lined up on the 
surface. In sync, the cilia undulate in the darkness of water-body on body. The tendril 
reaches out to sense, find and to draw in. Karen Barad (2012) is ‘so struck’ (p. 1) by the 
intimacy of this embodying science. I read last night,  
a feminist study of science distinguishes itself by its commitment to be in the 
science, not to presume to be above or outside of it. In other words, feminist 
science studies engages with the science no less than with the laboratory workers, 
modelers, theorists, technicians, and technologies (Barad, 2012, p. 1). 
 
Is this science that is lived in one’s everyday life a lived science, lived ecology? I must get 
in to know it. I jump up and down in this ecology and imagine it to be like me, to have my 
voice. I wonder, what would it say? I anthropomorphise. Pauliina Rautio (2012) writes of 
the distancing and proximity of us to other-nature and suggests that anthropomorphising 
other-nature is a way to know it and become more intimate with it, embody it and draw it 
into closer proximity. The bodyplaceblog and the acts of art-making throughout this 
research may come to be modes of playing with distancing and drawing in wateryplaces. 
Do I observe, come to know, come to not know, and live out ecology as a lived science of 
everyday life that involves all the players, human and nonhuman, us and not-us? 
 
Winter, 2014 
I was told my Honours research in the saltmarshes was well executed but that it was not 
complex enough. A better study might have manipulated the environment to interrogate 
Swan Bay’s saltmarsh ecology. While I surveyed the community of saltmarsh fish I 
eagerly devoured the opportunity to know a little of the saltmarsh’s character. My body 
experienced the saltmarsh moving about in wild, stormy weather and silver, still seas. I 
now wonder, what ecology drove me to look so closely? How did I come to want to know 
the saltmarsh habitat so intimately with no need to manipulate it? 
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Bodyplaceblogpost, July 8, 2014, 10:34am 
This is big,barad  
This is quite big,barad  
And  
needs be introduced  
Agential realism 
This relational ontology 
Rejectin the relationalality of words and things 
Letting everyone in 
The repition of this  
Very 
Very 
Flip 
Flopped way 
Of knowing  
How we are. 
This is an ontological belly flop. 
Imagine this 
‘It is once again possible to to acknowledge nature 
The body 
Materiality 
In the fullness of their becoming 
Without resorting to the optics of transparency or opacity 
The geometrical of the absolute exteriority 
Or 
Interior try 
And the theoretizisation of the human as either pure cause or pure effect 
While at the same time  
Remaining resolutely accountable for the role we play in the interteinied practices 
of knowing and becoming’ (barad p. 812) 
 
Spring, 2014 
(Post)qualitative methodologies remind me of my body and my scientific definition as a 
multicellular organism. My cells’ membranes contain nutritious, cytoplasmic fluid inside 
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them. The membranes hold stuff in, keep stuff out, and transport stuff across and between 
cells from one cytoplasmic body to another. Dis/continuously my cells’ membranes are 
defining and re-defining what it is to become cytoplasm and a multicellular organism. 
 
Confirmation proposal extract, November, 2011  
As I moved through the subject component of the Masters of Education program (that 
preceded the PhD inquiry) it became clear that if I was to maintain physical, mental and 
spiritual balance, a methodology of sustenance was needed. I worked a full-time load in 
part-time hours and lived an active family and community life along-side my part-time 
study. Early on, my blog/journal wondered, how can I sustain myself, let alone resources? 
As I committed to exploring education for the sustenance of resources, it seemed an 
oxymoron to live out of sync with my own health. 
 
The conceptual framework and methods chosen and outlined in this chapter allow this 
research to explore sustenance beyond self and beyond place. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 8, 2014, 10:26pm 
Phenomena and agential cutting to know 
My eyes are heavy with tirethr warmth of this cafe and gentle jazz my absolute 
pleasurably my 
Mother's Day scarf keeps me warm 
I am reading barad on bohrs primary epistemological unit 
Phenomena 
As far as I can make out 
This is a profound shift  
In that  
Nothin can interact anymore  
Because everything is already relating 
‘We must reject the presumed inherent separabolity of 
Observer and observed 
Knower and known’ (p. 814) 
'There is an ontological inseparability of agentially intraacting ‘components’. 
'(P.815) 
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This is the primitive relation 
That everything is without préexisting relata 
And the separatability of parts are indeterminate for the momentum and position 
being 
Continually changing 
This is heisenbergs uncertainty principle which isn't about thigs being uncertain 
But 
Indeterminate 
Anyway 
Determinant occurs when specific intraaction enacts an agential cut 
Then a separation of object might occur 
Agential cuts enact local resolution within the phenomena within indeterminacy 
For a time I guess 
Not the other Cartesian way around 
Where the object and subject are separate first and come to interact. 
I'm stopped over article  
Squinting 
But I do slightly understand. 
It's like reading backward 
Or the day the plumber had me look upside down under the house. 
 
Spring, 2014 
I feel committed to listen to the artistic collaborators in this research and I am 
uncomfortable noticing, now, I seem to have a preoccupation with methodology. I am in 
capillaries of thoughts and queries of methodology that seem endless at the moment. 
Where are the artists and the waterways? Am I at risk of leaving their voices behind?  
 
Creatingwesternport blog post, September 2013 
Shearwaters in flight  
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Shearwaters from Sian  
Bob in the wind 
Flying in and out of view 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, October 2, 2013, 11:13am 
Bunyip River addendum 
the twisting wind singing beside me 
through the warming glass door 
echoes the same rhythm of the day I met Prue to paint Bunyip River with her. 
We sat together 
she got out her clap sticks 
click click 
phragmites bent flexibly rigid in this twisting wind 
and she laid browns  
upon her page 
quick quick sketch. 
Prue painting 
 
Bunyip River with granny’s paints on the river. 
That windy day. 
 
 
 
Confirmation proposal excerpt, November, 2011 
Bodyplaceplaceblogging 
Reflexive writing in qualitative research locates the researcher in relation to the 
investigation. In this research I have adopted a blogging template as my site of reflexive 
practice.  
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The mind traditionally takes a central position in Western rationalist knowing. 
Body/landscape journalling (Somerville, 1999) as a methodology acknowledges the 
significant role of the body in learning beside the mind:  
 
I argued both for myself and potential readers: if there is no chance of having an 
embodied presence in the landscape of these stories, then how are we to develop 
relations of empathy with the tellers or with the landscape?  
(Somerville, 1999, p. 16) 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, November 23, 2013 
Rain on  
Edie n I are under western port 
Covered in her water 
Land 
Sea 
Field 
Scapes 
Woven here in wool. 
The rain flashes over us too 
On the roof while we sleep 
We are woollen warm 
It is Wet 
Playgroup was a bustling metropolis of activities today 
Painting a book on octopuses on one table 
Making bread rolls 
And a table of garden leaves from an activity we didn't get to. 
There is always next week. 
A note has popped up on screen 
Above just now 
Kmc writes ‘I love our pg!! Xx’ 
 
I write the body into the work with a consciousness of (watery) places onto the blogged 
journal. This thesis is able to consider the sustenance of myself physically this way, and 
acknowledge the mangling everyday lives of artists and me alongside the obvious focus of 
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the study, which is their artworks and making practices. I am also able to consider the 
sustenance of places in close proximity to my own sustenance.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, November 23, 2013 
Rain on II 
Margaret asked about how these blogposts come to be like  
this 
How do you write them? 
This space seems an apt space  
to answer 
Legs are long 
Resting 
Heavy 
Yet light with nothingness  
in this moment 
Edith stretches so my elbow is 
Above my ear 
We are so one still. 
I kiss her soft poised lips 
Lightly so she doesn't wake 
A red cheek brushes too 
I write the above in this moment. 
Each line is a pulse 
And a new line 
A new breath 
The lines are formed when I press 'return' 
They are their own punctuation 
I guess 
The words are bounced from me to the page 
From 
In 
Amongst 
The space between my body and mind. 
They 
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Body 
Mind 
Work together 
They seem to be in conversation 
One spills 
Rests to let the other spill 
Notices its rant returns to ask  
the body 
Where are you in this moment 
This is the slowed down version 
As the post grows  
The line is blurred 
Until the writing is a dancing particle of light  
If you like 
Shining 
So you can see 
Between 
In 
Me 
 
Confirmation proposal excerpt, November, 2011 
I practise a material thinking during this project. I draw on specific lines of text from Paul 
Carter’s Material Thinking: 
The weaving of the cloth was showing me the way… 
Each new project was a new thread added, but sometimes I couldn't see this… 
Perhaps the art of making art is to release the global into the particular… 
Creative knowledge cannot be abstracted from the loom that produced it. 
Inseparable from the process, it resembles the art of sending the woof-thread 
through the warp. A pattern made of holes, its clarity is like air through a basket. 
Opportunistic, it opens roads (Carter, 2004, p. 1). 
 
For Carter, the term creative research is a tautology (p. 9). I want to produce research that 
is creating new ways of understanding and knowing. For me, material thinking is a creative 
research methodology where the data is inseparable from the subjects studied, concepts 
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applied during the data collection and reflection, and the researcher. The making is a 
collaboration between myself - the maker, the participants who are also makers, and all the 
other components of the study. Here, new knowing is created with the pattern made of 
holes.  
 
The act of researching by material thinking weaves new meaning. I do not need to come up 
with the new ways of understanding and knowing. Through the making (or weaving) I find 
new knowing emerges and further, exists without words. What I know, though 
unspeakable, is still knowable. Carter’s methodology of material thinking enables the 
creative in the research to exist without reduction. This methodology moves away from 
reading made objects with rational, spoken facts. I wonder, is the act of making and being-
with the creation of the new here?  
The discourse of creative research – or material thinking – is likely to be 
occasional, generically disrespectful and promiscuous, and localised. Creative 
collaborations [unite] diverse skills, experiences and interests, and connect 
disparate and diverse things, they have materialised in the making process, an 
intellectual to and fro (Carter, 2004, p. 9). 
 
And so this research does not seek a finite answer. This research is a collaborative to-and-
fro between myself, the artist participants, the research questions, the concept of waterway-
health, and broader sustainability.  
 
Material thinking emerged as a methodological arm early on in the supervision process and 
is now part of a methodology that overarches my main research method. My supervisor, at 
the time, suggested I draw my understanding of the relationship between waterways and 
communities and then explain it to her, which I did. This exercise altered how I 
experienced the making process of the research project. I observed my thoughts during the 
making. I did not try to change them. I was interested in the thoughts that laced between 
the physical act of making and the thoughtful act of designing research and enquiring. All 
that I remembered was written down afterward, in my journal, with photographed images 
of the making in progress.  
 
Soon I came to exhibit these experiences on the blog. I began to plan the research project 
this way entirely. It is now how I plan, carry out and document the research, and has 
developed into a method for creative research. I moved from applying material thinking 
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solely to practices of art-making, to weaving with the practices of living an embodied 
everyday life and carrying out research, and between. I am currently calling the research 
method I have adopted bodyplaceblogging. Making the blog with the matter of living 
everyday in this place and space, my body and the research are a creative process. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 6, 2013, 3:45pm 
Then Mary asked… 
I showed Mary the  
Blogged thesis today. 
Mary asked 
‘What is it you are doing? 
Carla asked and I couldn't explain. ‘ 
So I wrote it as i saw it right then 
Without the body 
As a body 
But it was limp 
Lifeless 
Clear it empty. 
It is now on a piece of paper that she filed away in a drawer. 
Is this 
Work real if I can't speak about it? 
It is 
that which changes as 
Time goes on 
With various 
influences coming and going. 
What is missed if only the speakable 
Exists in our acknowledgements? 
Being 
The unspeakable is like 
Being a surging tide 
decorated in all her wares? 
The surge 
the indescribable force 
 111 
is necessary to the migration 
Of the 
Fry 
Larvae 
Nymphs 
Amongst 
The floating macrocystis stems 
Stroking the water licks 
Agitating 
Bubbles that appear 
And pufffff! 
Are Gone. 
All that is pretty 
And lifeful 
Emerges on this surging tide 
it is found quietly 
between 
Tge weed 
fry 
shells 
bubbles 
I didn't become 
Interested in this work 
It found me 
How could I attend to education for sustainability for waterways 
If I wasn't attending to sustaining my self? 
Frozen 
writing in front of a Microsoft white pages word document 
I was 
Wading through the habitual garb of year 12 onward essays 
written 
in the third expectant person 
Moving words around to improve the 'impressionability' 
And correct the grammar 
For the highest mark 
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The blog was such a contrast 
Moving the photos 
Deciphering the code 
Arranging the words 
And template colours and fonts 
All for my own pleasure 
I was 
Up in the night looking it over and over with glee 
In bliss 
I was A collagist on paper 
Where I make birthday and christmas cards 
And i became a collagist on screen 
This collage I go into  
Craft 
And send out 
scatter it for others to feed on. 
I like the concept of collage to move beyond the colonial 
To post colonial  
Which is 
Finding other ways to orient myself in space and time as Somerville attempted in 
body landscape journals 
The collage 
Is honest 
Its ripped edges are saying 
'There are things missing' 
'These fragments are not a whole 
Picture' 
'Something beautiful can be made with what we have - a whole lot of a little' 
No one bit will do 
On its own either 
It's about being part of a whole 
Beyond being the loudest despite 
The other 
Each fragment is unique and plays its beautiful 
Potentially Poetic 
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Part. 
I didn't say any of this. 
I spilled Out 
a formula of ' I did this then this and found a theory of this' 
It pleased 
Cautiously 
But it's not what I see 
I’ve done 
 
Spring, 2013 
I bought a knitted shearwater for Edith's first birthday at the local Country Women’s 
Association shop in Cowes, and knitted the eggs for it. Edie puts the eggs in her mouth 
now and walks around like they are her pups, and she their mother. 
 
 
 
Winter, 2014 
I have noticed an emerging methodology percolating through the research practice of early 
motherhood. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, May 6, 2013 
In our day to day 
A local melodrama 
Is 
Playing out 
the shearwater 
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Is stranded 
between 
the story of us and the story of 
Surf beach 
And we 
Are becoming interactable 
parts of this place 
through 
 
Edie's 
knitted shearwater  
 
Confirmation proposal excerpt, November, 2011 
Artists who create works by waterways, in waterways, of waterways and with waterways 
in the Western Port catchment are engaged during this study. They share their works and 
their stories with me in conversations of between 45 minutes and 3 hours. During the 
conversations I took still photographs of what was happening as they talked. It deepened 
my experience of listening and seeing, both during and after the interview.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 5, 2013, 9:53pm 
Offering of matter to know and play with 
Stooping glum in the night 
The fire flickers 
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Slippers warming toes 
I flick over the posts of the thesis blogged here 
And I notice I'm doubting its 
Usefulness 
To anyone else 
So 
Tempted to tighten 
Squeeze 
Shape 
Her, 
The work. 
Pinch her 
For example, 
At Edith's birth 
And bold any methodology 
Related blogposts. 
A moment staring into the flames 
Flatly 
Im smirking 
At this 
temptation 
To spell out my 
Interpretation of 
This blogged interrogation 
Of place 
And artmaking in sustainable education and its power in my daily life? 
Maybe you need the shape predefined 
Or maybe you will see it - 
Or see something else? 
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The transformative 
Moments that I sense 
May be different to what you read? 
 
Spring, 2014 
I am driving around the northern capsular-shaped section of Western Port. I am thinking 
about multi-cellularity as a metaphor in relation to artists and their time spent with what is 
other to them in the making process. It occurs to me that the artists, during their making 
processes, are in conversation with their own sustenance. I am also enlivened to hear their 
story, view their works and write with them. Does an artist’s artistic practice sustain both 
themselves and others?  
 
	
(A	plant	cell	diagram.)5	
 
I think now to biology at school. I enjoyed biology and still remember sketching cells 
lightly in grey-lead pencil from a red, pedestal swivelling seat. I moved between the page 
and the microscope, peering into and out of the micro-world of multi-cellularity’s secrets. I 
think down to the cellular level now. Plant cells have a rigid cell layer around the perimeter 
called the cell wall. The wall is a border of bricks. The cell walls are responsible for the 
erect stature and strength of a sheoak, all the while also maintaining sheoak flexibility.  
 
This morning returns to me. We woke with the sun, and Edith asked, what’s the matter? 
She was looking outside where the tender sheoaks and young eucalypts were bending over 
                                                
5 Image Source: https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Simple_diagram_of_plant_cell_(en).svg Accessed: 
January, 2017. 
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with the strong westerly wind. I imagine their ability to move so extremely with the 
weather astounded her in that moment. I think back to the research with the cell and her 
wall with me now. The cell wall is the initial methodology of this research. Is it this 
structure that supports me as I begin to bend?  
 
I am talking out loud to myself and smile at how it might look to others who pass. The day 
is grey and dark, and feels heavy with winter, still. The shearwaters will return soon, now 
that Spring is here. Humans, shearwaters, brown algae and macro-invertebrates are all 
multicellular organisms, organisms made up of more than one cell.  
 
 
	
(An	animal	cell	diagram	showing	nucleus,	mitochondria(n)	and	cytoplasm.)6	
 
Two features of the cells that make up our animal bodies stand out now. An animal cell’s 
membrane is thin and permeable, and contains a fluid called cytoplasm. The cell 
membrane is flexible and wraps the cell as it separates one cell from another, holding the 
fluid-cytoplasm inside. The cell membrane structure is a constant, making a body possible 
as a whole. I feel my body now. My skin tingles as I become conscious of it. Cells of a 
multicellular organism have a function, or a specialty: for example, skin cells or muscle 
cells. These cells will be specialised for their function. A cell in itself is also its own entity 
with its own powerhouse for making energy (chloroplasts in plants and mitochondria in 
animals) and has its own brain-like centre (nucleus) that assists it to reproduce.  
 
I am still talking aloud, deep in thought inside my body. Now a muscle shivers with my 
words. A muscle is made up of multiple cells packed together touching at the surface under 
                                                
6 Image Source: https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Simple_diagram_of_animal_cell_(en).svg . 
Accessed: January, 2017. 
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our skin. I can see them, pink, canoe-shaped, cuddled tightly together doing their work. I 
know having multiple cells packed together increases our internal surface area to volume 
ratio, which means I, as a body, have an increased or greater rate of exchange between my 
cells for maintaining warmth, transporting nutrients quickly and releasing wastes. All this 
happens in and out of my cells through the porous membranes that encapsulate the cell. 
Due to the cytoplasm and permeable membrane of my cells, they both are and are not their 
own entity.  
 
I am watching the bay entirely now, like she is driving with me around the coast. The road 
hugs the surface layer of Western Port and I travel along her, tracing her skin with my 
words - a finger, slow and constant. Then I am back in the cell. Cytoplasm is always 
becoming. It is not defined by a fixed recipe or ratio of components. Organelles including 
the chloroplasts, mitochondria and nucleus are suspended in the cytoplasm of my cells, and 
nutrients and water move in and out of these cells and organelles, into and out of the fluid 
cytoplasm. The cytoplasm by definition is indefinable in terms of what is within it. This is 
always changing, and I notice that now I know cytoplasm as an entity in and of itself. It is 
a wateryplace that is in movement and exchange with its other. Cytoplasm is always 
becoming just like the ongoing methodology of this research. Just like an artist in 
conversation with the wateryplace, or anything, with what is other. 
 
 
 
Prue and I painted together for the first time on Phillip Island today. Edith played around 
on the sand below me while I worked up against a red rock rising from the sand standing 
on my two feet. Prue painted from her foldable chair with a board on her lap. This is our 
beach, a short walk from home. I am not happy with this painting. It is so obvious to me as 
sky, land and water. So obvious and dichotomous. As soon as I made it I looked around 
and wanted to be painting the texture on the rock beside me, and the grainy pattern I saw 
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on the sand.  
 
Thinking about it, I notice, it is as though I needed to do this first image to focus here, and 
now I can see into its other details.  
 
Prue said of her painting, I am a shearwater coming in to land. Does Prue’s sense of self 
extend beyond her body to other scales, heights and depths?  
 
Confirmation proposal excerpt, November, 2011 
Interviews will take place in the place artists’ have painted and the artists will direct me. 
For the research, visiting their places to collect their stories in order to tell their visual story 
feels crucial to the process of drawing out the story of sustainability in art-making. For me, 
it feels as important to interview in their watery places as it is for plein-air painters to be in 
their environment to create their masterpieces.  
 
Through my reading of Margaret’s work I have come across David Gruenewald (now 
Greenwood). Gruenewald’s work to bring place-consciousness to education (2003b) is 
grounded in a desire to ‘extend our notions of pedagogy and accountability outward toward 
places,’ (Gruenewald, 2003b, p. 620), and wants to empower learners to shape what 
happens in these places. Gruenewald is concerned about ‘the pressure of “accountability” 
and the publication of standardized test scores in the news media’ (p. 620). For 
Gruenewald, these pressures and publications ‘reinforce the assumption that student, 
teacher, and school achievement can be measured by classroom routines alone, and that the 
only kind of achievement that really matters is individualistic, quantifiable, and statistically 
comparable’ (p. 620). Gruenewald writes that this kind of assumption is ‘misleading 
because it distracts attention from the larger cultural contexts of living, of which formal 
education is just a part (Apple, 2001; McNeil, 2000, 2002; Spring, 1998 in Gruenewald, 
2003b, p. 620). I am attracted to the learning that takes place outside of formal education, 
and outside of singular disciplines that limit me. A multidisciplinary framework of place-
consciousness will be applied in this research. 
 
This thesis recognises Bowers’ (2008) critique of Gruenewald’s critical pedagogies of 
place (2003a & 2003b) as part of the eternal unfolding pursuits for new knowledge that 
happen in collaboration, which may be resonant and cooperative or reverberations against 
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each other. Gruenewald’s critical pedagogies of place suggest a decolonisation of place 
and re-inhabitation from an alternative position. Bowers (2008) suggests we acknowledge 
the diversity of communities and those in the western context and culturally beyond who 
live with place-consciousness sustainably already. Both positions, Gruenewald’s and 
Bowers’, are noted and woven with, without disregarding either.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, June 30, 2013, 11:51am 
In the homely moment of now 
This paper, Barad (2010) -  
Quantum entanglement and  
Hauntilogical Relations is reading into my mind and body like a thread in a 
tapastry 
Tappering 
Its not the type of sewing that stitches permanently but a more gentle 
aesthetic 
threading 
simply in and out over a surface to give an impression of 
an object 
... 
This paper is tappered here into this moment 
and blends with 
a discussion  
I had with Paul last night about the blog and my self  
which are both whole entities 
Does my self = 
many vibrant coming and going individually intra-contained particles - perhaps 
electrons - versions of self 
I told Paul how I forget what I've written 
Have been reading back and 
learning myself 
about myself 
Frustrated that the knowledge isn't 
'going in' 
Perhaps Barad can help me know this 
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experience differently? 
What if the blog posts are seen 
as 
stand alone? 
 
Spring, 2013 
A tide cycles high to low twice in a 24-hour day. Currents are strong in Western Port. A 
local diving book I bought when I first wanted to dive locally joked that the Portuguese did 
not colonise Western Port because they couldn’t negotiate the strong currents of the narrow 
entrances. Apparently slack tide (the still moment between ebbing tide (out) and flowing 
tide (in)) only lasts for a half an hour. I am going to leave Porter Republic café now to 
write while sitting on the San Remo jetty. San Remo is one headland of this narrow bay 
entrance. Here, at one of two entrances to Western Port, I will find the greatest diversity of 
nudibranchs in the world if I dip my head under.  
 
Before I leave the café I pick up Margaret and Tony’s book Singing the Coast (Somerville 
and Perkins, 2010) and open on a chapter: ‘The Language of Landscape.’ Margaret writes 
about the breathlessness of an estuary experienced each time she returns. It suggests to me 
the power of the many estuaries of Western Port. There are so many estuaries, where a 
river meets the sea, all around her crown including Gum Scrub Creek, Cardinia Creek, 
Bunyip River, Yallock Creek, No. 5 drain, Bass River. I drive by them often, but what 
happens when my body visits and feels the terrain? Is this a conversation between body 
and landscape when the response is breathlessness? Spending time making and writing in 
these places methodically draws my body into conversation with the landscape, beyond 
traditionally privileging the cognitive mind.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, February 24, 2014, 9:02pm 
Lawson Street swales 
Edith and I travelled the Lawson Street swales again today  
in their arid dryness  
this time on our bike.  
I have a seat now 
nestles her in between me and the handlebars 
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a wallaby baby in my pouch, Edie tells me 
The cracks in the mud smile up at me  
creek bed 
I am remembering Angela’s radio interview  
cracks 
potential signs of loss (Schama 1996 in Somerville 2013)  
signs of drought 
they are what we have 
provide shelter for life  
 
Spring, 2014 
Today is the first day of Spring, though the temperature is a cold bite and the rain is 
dancing constantly off lilly pilly leaves and light. The shearwaters are due to arrive home 
later this month, and while editing this chapter I am less certain this year than I was at this 
time last year as to how their return will play out. The uncertainty neither belongs to the 
sciences nor arts alone. It belongs to both, webbing and matting in the text and image laid 
here along the pages. I have picked up one of Mum’s books, Postmodernism for Beginners 
(Appignanesi and Garrett, 1995). There was a time at the turn of the 19th to 20th Centuries 
when art and science arrived at a juncture of uncertainty together, I read. I lean in and read 
on. Cezanne the painter began to paint the alterations of a painted object into the canvas. 
The form of the perceived alters each time an artist shifts focus or view. Meanwhile, 
Werner Heisenberg was asserting through quantum physics that there is always uncertainty 
‘in simultaneous measurements of the position of a particle’ (p. 16). As a painter, Cezanne 
saw that his gaze was shifting, not fixed (p. 14). Here, on the matter of matter, nothing is a 
single isolated event but a unified fabric from which differentiated matter morphs and re-
morphs with perception.  
 
The pages of this book are laying stromatolithically for me on my occupation with Barad’s 
ethico-onto-epistemology. I am draping, like a watery layer on that lilly pilly leaf, just out 
there. I read that the view is containing the viewer and ‘the human is no longer exceptional 
to reality’ (p. 17), and I spiral back to my ongoing methodology of early motherhood 
where my body and place mingle with the traditional research fodder in the bodyplaceblog.  
 
 123 
I feel like I keep returning to this mess of self and other. I am a bouncing spiral circling 
back and moving on. 
 
Confirmation proposal extract, November, 2011 
Data collection and analysis 
A blog will be used as a ‘new medium’ for collating, analysing and presenting the data 
(Runte, 2008). The blog, as a visual communication tool, creates the opportunity for 
researcher and artists to display findings for a communal and self-response. The blog may 
act as an engager, communicator, and storyteller. The blog will collect journalled 
responses to the interviews in mixed media. These journal entries will be considered as 
completed artworks for analysis also at a later date. 
The methods to be used for data collection are: 
Open-ended interviews 
Still photographs 
Aural recordings 
 
Blog journalling 
The work will engage with the interviews aurally through digitally recording them, and 
through written forms in transcripts. During engagement with the interviews, the 
researcher intends to make artful works in response. Reflections of this process and 
representations of the works will be compiled and displayed on the blogged-material-body-
landscape-journal. 
 
While bodyplaceblogging I have met artists locally, spent time with them in their studios 
and along their waterways, and taken photographs. I also recorded our discussions and kept 
the data to ‘interpret’ later. The ‘data’ - the photographs, sound files, memories, images 
and relationships - have woven their way into the bodyplaceblog at some time or another, 
and may do so into the thesis as it grows.  
 
Spring, 2013 
While writing, the water beneath me moves. There are layers. There is a depth that I see 
and a depth I don’t see. The hum-drum of the swooshing water pulls everything in and out 
of me toward the bay behind me. The tide is clearly coming in. The wind is also southerly. 
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A fly circles near my feet, unaffected by the whooshing wind, due to its slightness. Two 
crested terns slice across the bubbling whitewash low to the water, out to the south. They 
are gates to the wide Bass Strait sea. They ride a fairly strong wind above the incoming 
tide. Some parts of the water are showing a more vertical up and down pathway. So 
agitated, water spits into the wind and falls again, and again. Water is certainly in a 
continuing, cross-directional, multidirectional experience on the tide. I look back down to 
the book and read, 
thinking history through language and stories of place gives a sense of continuity 
in deep time (Somerville and Perkins, 2010, p. 164). 
 
I notice, I am thinking through water. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, October 2013, date & time not recorded 
Another night of stretching 
After lunch Duncan followed 
Me to the door, 
He's liens husband  
Who works 
For Phillip island nature park 
I'd asked about his shearwater story variation  
the story lien had shared and asking for permission to put it with the exhibition 
singing shearwaters back this year. 
The story lien shared was 
Of her running along the beach road in cape woolamai with two friends 
There were shearwaters everywhereZ 
Slwarling and swarking. 
Why are they doing that on the road? lien asked Duncan. 
Expecting a story about small brains or interrupted radar, 
I was 
But no, 
They are the females. 
They are taking time out from their newly 
Hatched demanding chicks 
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While the fathers tend them 
Duncan's offering before edie and I left,  
Which he asked me to keep quiet until they know more, 
the short-tailed shearwaters  
they haven't returned this year. 
Can't really believe it. 
They are so predictable usually 
A constant 
A calendar calibrator 
They return on the 27th of September. 
But 
This year some have retuned and they are in a bad way 
But most haven't. 
There aren't many new burrows being scratched out 
And few on the beach. 
We did take edie down last Friday to see them fly in. 
We squinted to the horizon  
over that navy sea of twilight but to no availZ 
I wondered but guess we were too earlier. 
There are none on the road 
None near burrows on our walks. 
I wonder  
while 
Here in the dark.  
Western port draped over knees  
  
so predictable in its colours and textures 
What is the consequence of their non returns  
where are they instead? 
Where are they?  
Duncan says the scientists are all wondering. 
And waiting to know why. 
Thinks they have headed straight to Antarctica  
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ad skipped here possibly. 
 
I guess creating western port’s  
singing of the shearwaters home  
is particularly 
Needed this year... 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, January 16, 2016 
Did it 
Just viv and me 
 
Walk to beach down lawson street 
She is right around my midriff 
I wonder how long she will last 
Trying to read chapter 2  
Editing it up right 
Tidying up 
It's awkward 
Reading it and so tempted to rephrase 
Say something where I am often 
Saying nothing 
 
Walking thinking on why I have said nothing in particular. 
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I'm so far from that world right now 
Two children 
One that beds with difficulty 
At 10pm finally 
Keep walking 
Loosen straps and Vivi sinker both sigh with relief 
I choose the other Edie and I would take 
Cardigan off 
 
A sign meets us at Sunderland bay steps 
I breath consciously  
‘Best (nest) failed 6/1/16 may try again’ 
It's the hooded plovers 
Now I'm on rocks 
Stop to photograph stormwater drain 
Rocks piled 
I pay attention to every stone 
Foot claws thongs 
Claw rock 
A shoe is at the foot of cliff 
I cringe 
I am at the edge 
And on edge 
Survival is playing on my breaths 
In 
Out 
 
I'm back here 
Lose sarong 
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Walk back and forth 
Stop and breath 
Touch water on thing 
I close my eyes to the cool and shudder a little 
Now my things (thongs) are slippery 
Go more slowly 
Skip back to thesis on sandy flat 
I'm past the low tide rocky ledge 
Tangled fishing line bundlreach down 
Animals may die 
The thesis 
What am I saying?  
I'm giving myself a hard time 
I'm also deeply calm here 
 
Now I see why I was so content all of Edith's young life 
Never complained 
We'll (well) probably did 
But looking back I adored early motherhood 
Laced in thesis 
Occurs to me 
Sand 
Vivi starts speaking 
Gentle soft tantalising coos 
It's not that I wrote something 
It's that I did it 
Leaning in and out 
following Edith into next ‘kinder’phase 
Watching her I see she finishes things 
Then doesn't 
If I follow her lead I see time 
Tasks are all a collage of bits 
Like the blog 
 129 
Not linear and fluid 
Which is the flow 
Through 
In 
Between 
Amongst 
Along 
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Chapter 4. An oozing ethico-onto-epistemology with-water 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, June 18, 2013, 11:53am 
Excerpt from interview with mum 
Mum: ‘Being wet 
I don't know 
The water 
oozes 
out of the leaves and trees at times and squelches around 
 
That richness 
around here in Gippsland 
It's more sensory 
 
Using water 
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as 
The turbulence 
of water 
The peacefulness 
that is water 
and the life 
that is water 
To represent 
at that stage 
25 years of marriage 
And that connection through 
viscosity of water. 
 
Very much 
The sea 
S: It reminds me of Mt Martha. 
I think it is because we lived at Somers when we first married 
and had you. 
It 
was a return to that 
Dreaming space, 
I've been reading poetics of space  
Of water 
And losing your body in the water. 
Then there is this one of course 
 
And here. 
But the other one that has just occurred to me is... 
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. 
So this is a watery space 
This is about water 
And about life 
How water creates an open space 
Of potential 
(Dad strumming guitar in the background) 
I wanted to explore lines 
And dots and colour. 
I think I started by doing 
Something like 
That 
So creating a space. 
I then wanted to do things around the outside of space. 
I just went for it with this one. 
The pattern emerges 
So now I'm thinking 
I want to go back 
To abstract painting  
 
Yes. 
This was the only watery Western port-related creation 
Oh and then there is this one 
And this one 
Painting 
Is an unspeakable 
emotioned response 
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Now I am  
eager to leave behind the heady figurative pieces 
They have done their work  
through the decline of mum's  
health 
 
 
Autumn, 2016 
I encounter my (m)other as in m(aternal) other(-nature) during this conversation with 
my mum. Her words: ooze out of her and squelch around, out from my mother over 
me, and her mother. Outward over the places that have nurtured us, Gippsland, 
Somers: both part of my upbringing, both also mother. I am surprised to find that in 
the presence of mum and her water, so this is a watery space / This is about water / 
And about life / How water creates an open space / Of potential, my maternal line is 
becoming un-linear.  
 
I settle down now, into thought next to one small pool of mum’s words: and losing your 
body in the water. I shift with slight discomfort, at first, at the thought of losing my body in 
water. Then I find myself imagining my body dispersed as rainbow swirls of eucalyptus oil 
(water-repelling), dancing on the surface of the pool (water-loving). Oil does not dissolve 
in water: it disperses. A plant-made oil, like eucalyptus, paints a rainbow over the water’s 
surface. The light dances off it, shading the water below. The rainbow oil surface becomes 
a puzzle, breaking apart at the throw of a stone. A eucalypt’s oil does not coat or smother. 
Mum’s unspeakable, emotioned response exhibits her body. I watch her caress and rub the 
dust tenderly from the surface of her painting, Women sometimes go to these places, and 
can’t help but photograph them together. I find her body incorporated into the painting.  
 
Being with her and experiencing her relationship with art and water has drawn the corpse 
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(see also MacLure’s corpus/corpse of data (2013b)) of water into view, and my corpse into 
water. I notice now that this thesis is making a new kind of motherhood with me. This 
motherhood is made with place, space, body and an awareness of sustenance. These 
emerging queries of being and becoming bring me to wonder about ontology. 
 
Ontology is traditionally knowable as the philosophical study of being or becoming. I have 
just googled ‘being’ and scanned various definitions. Some definitions reduce the entity of 
being to a human, as a body and mind in collaboration. This form of being makes up the 
entity.  
 
Autumn, 2016 
Traditional research paradigms, or ways of seeing the world, make certain 
assumptions about the world. They assume that there is an objective reality that 
researchers should try to uncover as they conduct their research. Further, they 
assume that the role of the researcher is neutral; his or her purpose is to describe 
an objective reality. These paradigms are called positivist. This positivist tradition 
dominated the way research was done in education for many years (Lichtman, 
2010, p. 7-8). 
 
In a draft Margaret has scrawled a small note next to the word ‘oozing:’ water oozes out 
and squelches around at times (Mum): That’s interesting. My colleague says that 
Deleuze’s ‘lines of flight’ is more like oozing (Margaret). If this chapter examines 
ontology should I move it to earlier in the thesis? No, I have decided to leave it. Playing 
with my ontology in the fourth chapter works for me. I am in the mid-zone of an estuary 
between the freshwater and saltwater. I am floating horizontally in the water column 
looking up at clear blue sky, through the water awash my eyes, vision hazy with the 
suspended salt of the sea. It is a lateral line upon which I lay where the saltwater folds on 
top of the freshwater. Suspending questions of ontology in the mid-zone of the thesis is in 
keeping with a line I read in our research collective notes this week. Water, ontologically 
prior? In my google search, I notice some other ontologies. Some are about the act of 
becoming, moving through life and existing or being, closer to the becoming I am now 
familiar with, but still isolated from anything non-human. I keep looking.  
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Bodyplaceblogpost, Thursday April 14, 2016, 5:15pm 
An ethico-onto-epistemology of water 
 
I step down into heathland now 
Walking home 
Vivi searches for nipple 
And wipes a wool strand from her nose 
Two birds flit at me 
fringe falls like a wind sock on body 
I have just read about Margaret spinning wool 
sun sits on eyelid 
golden dress 
I smoke breath 
Puff 
draw one after the other 
My addiction 
These walls walks and fresh ocean air 
If bachelard said water was milk 
Then I am vivis water and she laps at my stream 
I dress up as water 
it occurs to me  
as I read back through this chapter 
Water is my muse 
I drink her milk 
I act like her 
I am becoming her 
Edie changes after seeing what I am wearing  
to look like me? 
Do we mimick our mothers to know how to be? 
Do I mimick water on this daily walk and perform her dances here?  
While walking the swales to the sea  
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like the particles of water that drizzle from the storm  
let me know a sustaining life? 
I ask water 
A frog is croaking in agreement 
What is this pantomime called he asks me? 
An ontology of water? 
Margaret and I spoke of the ethico-onto-epistemology  
The political nature of this posthuman work 
Toward a justice for… 
 
Spring, 2016 
Do I find ontology while walking Lawson Street with Vivi? For me, in this blogpost, 
ontology is inextricable from water and the earth, and a consciousness of the fate of the 
planet. Ontology has not lost the body and is blurred with the body of the earth and water. 
It begins to knit at birth. These threads are the concepts that spread out and wrap around 
us, a warm blanket on a winter day. Here our ontology is inherited and worn, inside and 
out. It is fed to us by our mothers’ and our grandmothers’ milk, the maternal water that is 
cycling through me in various states from gestation and before. Now, for me, this includes 
the milk of Western Port, the Lawson Street swales and the soft, gentle, liquid kisses of my 
children.   
 
Summer, 2014 
Margaret has shared that for her water is like the mother in the sense that it is the element 
that we all swim in. It is part of us and we are part of it. 
 
I have often thought back to a phrase I heard at a yoga retreat once - simplicity and 
regularity lead to spontaneity. I like the simplicity of thinking like water. There is a joke I 
heard somewhere about a fish who is asked – how is the water? The fish says, ‘what is 
water?’ I am in the water like a fish in these bodyplaceblogposts. In saying that, I catch 
myself regularly returning to the research question wondering, where is the water? I write 
about my maternal lineage, sweeping, walking, knitting and cups of tea, though I write 
very little about the actual freshwater waterways.  
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Summer, 2015 
Anything that flows is water 
all water is a kind of milk 
(Bachelard, 1999, p. 118). 
 
I have re-encountered Bachelard’s water as a kind of milk. Water as metaphor is not new. I 
have a book I bought at the art gallery, Mountains and Streams, after seeing an exhibition 
Moon In Reflection, composed of artworks by Kim Hoa Tram (Pang, 2008). I bought it 
having been drawn to the analogies and life-lessons offered by water her(it)self and the 
body. I remember sitting and watching Tram paint like water. As he moved the brush over 
the paper fluidly it flowed out of him and away. Edith mimicked this calligraphic 
technique when we painted on Friday. I have discovered her downtime need not be 
television cartoons. Painting takes her to a place of calm.  
 
I am reading Elizabeth Grosz (2011) on movements of becomings, and how we might enter 
a becoming-other or becoming-more (Deleuze, in Grosz, 2011) if we embrace non-
linearity. Water has provided me with an entity to suspend my previously isolated self in 
and examine, while continuing to move. 
‘This book is an attempt to address a series of imperceptible movements, 
modes of becoming 
forms of change 
and evolutionary transformations that make up natural 
cultural and political life. 
I have called these movements'  
becomings 
but what becomes 
and what it becomes 
are less clear and less interesting than the movement itself.’ (Grosz, 2011, p. 1)  
 
Elizabeth Grosz (2011) defines becoming as being in movement. Becoming attends less to 
the destination suggesting that here and now, in moving through the passing present, we 
can find and make new concepts for a different future (Grosz, 2011). Pauliina Rautio 
(2009), in ‘On Hanging Laundry’, identifies a moment where the past and future collide 
(Lefebvre’s ‘moments’ or Nietzsche’s ‘Augenblick’, in Rautio, 2009, n.p.) during 
everyday life. For Rautio, these moments, attending to the beauty in hanging washing, 
offer opportunities for change and growth. 
 138 
Autumn, 2016 
Both Grosz’s and Rautio’s assertions above conjure sensations of being moving water for 
me. I am two waves colliding, spraying spherical droplets of water hither and thither, all 
the while still awash to and fro across the sand, sending water forward and drawing water 
back, always in movement. I am now wondering, has drawing a consciousness of water 
into the pre-conscious act of art-making altered my becoming?  
 
A commitment to waterways motivated my doctoral work initially. It looks different to me 
now, as though enabling my everyday life to disperse into my waterway work drew the 
past and future into collision through the bodyplaceblog. My re-experiencing the blog post 
of Mum and her artwork (Excerpt from Interview with mum), here in this chapter is one 
such site of collision. Here I find new concepts in the making with the past for a different 
future. This is a sheer layer, dazzling and tantalising me. There is a relational responsibility 
I feel at this moment toward myself m(y) other-nature, during my everyday life, including 
the necessity to listen to what Mum and her water have to say. 
 
Summer, 2017  
I am watching a bird fly through the sheoaks we planted seven years ago when we moved 
here. I feel full of love. It was with love that I planted these trees and now a bird finds 
nourishment amongst her dangling fronds. Birds, insects and lizards are among the 
organisms Edith and I sit and spot each night at the moment as she learns to pass through 
the day without breastmilk. We lick an ice cream and look to the sky. There is an insect, 
where are the birds? Edith enquires. I am here with all the other-life I hoped to share our 
small piece of land with when I planted these trees. 
 
Autumn, 2016  
I am browsing through Barad’s 2010 paper, ‘Quantum Entanglements’, again. This is the 
first paper I read of Barad’s ethico-onto-epistemology of agential realism. Edith and Vivi 
are crawling on the floor below me. Edith calls, ‘Come on, let’s explore over here!’ Seven 
small teeth have found my toe and a small, wet, warm mouth wraps around it. A gentle 
tiger mouth squeezes my foot leaving a trail of saliva from her to me, and back.  
 
An ethico-onto-epistemology knows that how we become and what we know are 
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intrinsically embedded and that ‘ethics is an integral part of the ongoing differentiating’ 
(Barad, 2010, p. 265) where we do not impose our human values on a posthuman world. 
We respond simply because we exist. We are already responsible. We are already caring 
for the shearwaters, waterways, and the health of Western Port’s ecosystem. 
Crucially, there is no getting away from ethics on this account of mattering. 
Ethics is an integral part of the diffraction (ongoing differentiating) patterns of 
worlding, not a superimposing of human values onto the ontology of the world (as 
if ‘fact’ and ‘value’ were radically other). The very nature of matter entails an 
exposure to the Other. Responsibility is not an obligation that the subject chooses 
but rather an incarnate relation that precedes the intentionality of consciousness. 
Responsibility is not a calculation to be performed. It is a relation always already 
integral to the world’s ongoing intra-active becoming and not-becoming. Not 
through the realisation of some existing possibility, but through the iterative 
reworking of im/possibility, an ongoing rupturing, a cross-cutting of topological 
reconfiguring of the space of responsi-bility (Barad, 2010, p. 265-266). 
 
‘Inheritance is never a given’, Derrida reminds us, ‘it is always a task. It remains 
before us . . . To be . . . means . . . to inherit. All the questions of the subject of 
being or of what is to be (or not to be) are question of inheritance…the being of 
what we are, is first of all inheritance.’  
(Derrida, 1994, p. 54, in Barad, 2010, p. 265-266) 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, April 16, 2016, 9am 
With water 
Chapter 4 on my early morning mind 
Sitting by white painted peeled test 
Cold feet 
Slap sounds of Vivis hands and cold touch 
Gasp! 
Tiny cries for me! 
Back now with those cold feet and a warm coffee 
I'm looking out on the garden of greens and making a note  
early mornings thesis thoughts 
Vivi delights eating lily pilies from the trees  
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And Edie at the smiley face she has drawn on the hand drum 
Anthropomorphising? 
I digress 
I'm wondering about chapter 4 
Does with water? 
Ethico-onto-epistemologies with water 
I like the with? 
It laces water through 
soaks it in 
rather than the original ‘of’ that sits it on top 
Making it solely subject. 
The fly buzzes so close I can hear it now 
There are quite a few living about us in our home 
Tgeirs too right now 
And while I think 
Look at  
Devise apparatus for keeping them out 
I have done nothing 
And they are still here 
I feel too close to them to kill them now with the yellow swat hanging in the 
laundry 
It has still never hurt a fly. 
 
Autumn, 2016 
Last night while lulling the children to sleep in a dark room lit with eucalyptus blue I told a 
story of a fairy who leapt from a full stomach to the moon and back. In the quieter hums 
that came after the story, I wondered about mermaids and fairies. Edith adores both, and 
frequently wishes to be these creatures, never in question as to whether they are real or not. 
She takes me back to similar yearnings of my own. Vivi holds a mermaid tail tightly now. 
We are just in from the car where, as we drive, she is calm with the mermaid in her 
proximity. Draws me to think of Vivi in the bath. Here she squeals with glee more than at 
any other time of the day. Here a small mermaid doll and the water are her sources of joy. 
A mermaid is human-like to the midriff where a scaly fish tail extends and this mermaid is 
an entangled morph of fish/mermaid/human. It occurred to me during my night dance that 
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these creatures - mermaids, fairies, gnomes, elves - invite us back into the fabric of the 
earth as animals of the world.  
 
The positivist, ontologically fixed entity is who I began as. It is the tradition I was raised in 
and I am dosed in it. I find it in every pore and breath. Here I am a child yearning to be a 
mermaid too but I have been told they are not real. Entertaining post-positivist positions 
with multiple ways of knowing (Lichtman, 2010, p. 7-8) is long established and it is 
without hesitation that I am simultaneously shifting and sprouting from these initial 
positivist ontological origins. My emerging ontological position soaks in through my skin 
while I swim in the sea and walk the coastline, then Lawson Street swales home.  
 
Using my everyday life as a mother, I am now thinking from on-top of this positivist 
ontology. Leaping like the fairy on Edith’s stomach I find my everyday life oozing with an 
ethico-onto-epistemology. Ethico-onto-epistemologies and (un)becomings are processes of 
intra-acting unconditionally. Writing the word unconditionally takes me back to 
Margaret’s Body/landscape journals (1999). In the back pages she writes of an ontology of 
love. So often as a mother I return to this single word, love, and find a soft slipperiness that 
moves me through the tightest and most tangled of knots with my children.  
 
My meandering thoughts trail from love. Over the years, becoming mother swiftly draws 
an un-conditionality to this love. I find myself whispering un-conditional love when anger 
wells up in me. Breath comes and calms the water. Does unconditional love open me up to 
the assemblage so I can respond with-justice-with-water? Margaret offers, Is unconditional 
love (more like) water? Not ethical or political but inevitable, it just is. Takes me to 
becoming (m)othered with the water body I sit by. 
‘One of the sections of [Marie] Bonaparte’s  
psychoanalytic study is entitled the  
mother-landscape cycle 
It is not knowledge of reality that makes us love reality passionately.  
It is feeling,  
the first and fundamental value.  
As for nature,  
we begin by loving it  
without knowing it,  
without really seeing it,  
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by actualising in things a love that has its basis elsewhere.  
Then we search for its details  
we love it as a whole  
without knowing why 
all forms of love have in their make-up  
something of the love for a mother 
Nature is …  
‘an immensely enlarged eternal mother, projected into infinity 
…The sea is for all [humans] one of the greatest  
Most constant maternal symbols.’ 
(Marie Bonaparte in Bachelard, 1999, p. 115)  
 
Our childhood was blue and curvaceous. There were large acrylic paintings of womb-like, 
protective bays dotted in speckled hues everywhere. These oceanic odes hung on the walls 
of our home in various places. There was a painting that hung in the hallway on the wall 
opposite the toilet. I used to derive images from it while I sat. An image of a crocodile with 
a mohawk and nose ring materialised for me in the bottom left corner of the canvas from 
time to time. I told mum about the punk crocodile. These were her paintings and she was 
adamant that in this painting, and all others, there were no intended figures. The punk 
painting was eventually sold and I have not seen it again. I remember, my sister Madeleine 
shared, I remember people sitting around a pool of water. 
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(painting by Karen Preston-Crinall)  
 
The open space of potential created by water in this chapter is a sensorial space where the 
body is respected in the act of coming to know pre-consciously, unspeakably, through 
sensation as I have read in Chaos, Territory, Art (Grosz, 2008). The water and the body do 
the work of discovering, and the canvas, in the act of art-making, ensures this coming-to-
know remains in the embodied space, which is not cognitively knowable. I am watching 
mum move from painting to painting with her body while she tells me about her 
relationship with water. I watch her move with the swell water allows her. She enters space 
and then is enticed by the space outside of space. Processes of making as an artist allow 
layers of meaning to be painted on top of each other. Is the meaning-maker/artist able to 
know and simultaneously disagree, always knowing differently, swimming in sensorial 
spaces and around their outsides, always inquiring? Is this Grosz’ (2011) form of change, 
an (un)becoming that is always in movement, more interesting than what becomes (p. 1)? 
Is this Barad’s (2010) responsibility, which is an iterative (re)opening up to the other 
matter that is already intra-acting, enabling responsiveness (p. 265)?  
 
Margaret has made a mark here asking, where is Nan? She continues to write below her 
own comment, I wrote this before I read below, where Nan appears. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, May 12, 2011, 7:46pm continued 
Western Port Bay today 
She’s here now, welcome Nan, to my pages 
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It was only a matter of time. 
Nan grew up in Somerville she told me two weeks ago. 
On 
Jones Rd 
past the Mechanics Institute 
We are getting married at a Mechanics Institute 
In Somerville. 
The [Aboriginal people] used to live in Blackscamp Reserve 
She told me two weeks ago. 
We wouldn’t go there because we were scared. 
I replied with a reflection remembering a woman speaking of growing up on 
Flinders Island as an Aboriginal woman. 
She said her mother told her spirits were all around the boundary and the by the 
bay 
The radio presenter pointed out the ‘childcare-like’ nature of this. 
Yes replied the woman, we safely played in the safe zone, no adults needed. 
Nan and her brothers received this from the local Indigenous, Boonewurrung / 
Bunarong, though with more sinister roots, on the surface it seemed comparable. 
I work with another woman on Blackscamp Reserve. 
Marie-Claire tells me when the water levels are low and reports on the 
phosphorus and turbidity. 
We are protecting endangered Dwarf galaxiids there. 
When the water levels were too low for too long Melbourne Water brought a 
truck with water on the back. We gathered ceremoniously 
One morning 
But the rain in the night brought the levels to a fair height so the truck went away. 
Now there’s a lot of water 
And on it goes. 
This story from nan came from a strange day after Easter when Paul and I 
dropped in on our way home from Byron bay. 
Apparently tired and falling into sleep during conversations days before, this day, 
she spoke energetically 
Round cheeks in a rose shade 
Cheeky eyes quick and dark. 
‘Is there anything else you want to know?’ 
 145 
She asked me as I started to walk away.  
I vowed to take the tape recorder back next time to capture her tales. 
walking to school and home we passed the apple orchards. 
Weekends, she said, were sometimes spent walking from farm to farm filling 
apple crates for farmers when the winds had fallen whole crops. 
They wouldn’t talk to the farmers, just quietly stack, and leave. 
It was family she said. 
Everyone took care of each other because you had to.  
I’ve only now as the words tap onto the screen put this together with the research 
I’m doing. 
Today, we braved the mist 
 
and wobbled onto a boat with a clear plastic cover. 
35 of us pitter-pottered around the northern parts of Western Port and I told nan’s 
story of the cows. Noone verified it and one woman entertained me by getting out 
the map and considering the most likely route. 
Stony Point? To Tankerton. 
It was a whitened mist of a day. A real subtle beauty. 
She 
Western port 
swept over us and we hid intimidated but quietly stoked to be in her presence. 
She sent us swans (nan calls me swan) 
 
white-faced herons like Erin 
 
Ibis 
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Crested terns 
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One sea eagle ... 
 
 then two together. 
She washed up mangrove seeds and gently rocked us as we shared stories 
Amalgamating passions for this modest place 
Like a blanket of its own. 
Knitting a blanket square would’ve been appropriate and these people were so 
keen to be involved in anything Western port that they would’ve un-ravelled their 
jumpers to give me a thread  
Now there’s an artwork idea. 
So nan, this is for you. 
A little piece of your Western Port 
Collected by me 
For you with other members of your Western Port family 
In your Western Port home 
While you reluctantly leave your current home 
For a place where they can care for you. 
If you say cows crossed Western Port (and Mary Poppin’s used to visit) 
Then who am I to say different? 
Love 
Sarah 
 
Spring, 2014 
Nan is drawn here through the bodyplaceblogging process, and Nan was always here. 
When I began to write with an awareness of my body and the surrounds, she was there. At 
the time, my thinking was of two separate entities: the world according to my body, and 
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the world external to it. Somewhere along the line I have begun to think deeply within my 
body. I went from my macro-body inward further to the cells and there I found our 
mitochondria. I say our because my mitochondria are inherited from Nan. They are 
inherited down the maternal line. We all have mitochondria in the cells that make up our 
bodies, which generate the energy for everything to work. They are small organelles 
suspended in the cytoplasmic fluid of the cell. In here the energy is made into a usable 
form. The energy then travels out of a cell via the cytoplasmic fluid, to move across 
membranes to other cells, to give life to the whole body. Thankyou, Nan, for my energy 
centre. The metaphor of water is shifting for me from a conventional linear one, and 
oozing outward into the diffuse, osmotic, multi-directional cycling that is water. This water 
is all of, within, outside of, and between bodies and places.  
 
I wonder how this alters how I can understand sustenance for resources differently?  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, April 22, 2016, 8:00am 
Artists in residence? 
Sitting stooped and thinking deeply 
Draw computer out to lengthen thoughts 
Loosen face muscles 
And draw out the thought from mind 
To ask the body and breath too. 
I struggle to think and theorise in a vacant space  
Staring at a white wall 
I wait for ‘it’ to come 
As my fingers tap 
From body to noises 
Senses 
Space 
Strings of words ruminating in head have a bed to ly in 
A pillow of porridge 
To soak up the sugar on top 
My way of working is to make 
A new kind of theorising? 
I cant write an abstract before a paper except to say 
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WATCH THIS SPACE 
I can lay out the materials 
It is in the writing that the new comes 
It is in the writing that I leap into water and find the unknown 
Lightening face smiles 
And birds sounds return 
Shallow breath flows out over upper lip and sits on these keys 
So it is. 
 
Autumn, 2016 
 
Material imagination unites water and earth (Bachelard, 1999, p. 95). 
 
Listening more closely with my body, and surrounds, I read further into Bachelard’s Water 
and Dreams (1999). The waves of Vivi’s soundtrack play through the monitor even though 
she is not there. I recall telling my cousin last week in response to her question, how did 
the birth go? I replied, ‘she flowed from me like water.’ The waves are now for me, and I 
slow down to their gush and retreat. Bachelard (1999) writes ‘formal imagination needs 
the idea of composition. Material imagination requires the idea of combination’ (p. 97). 
Bachelard reminds me, dressed up in my gown of water, there is always another element in 
combination. Do I dress up in water to get closer to the earth? Or am I already earth and 
water?  
 
On a walk to the beach Edith tells a friend, I know that dead animal is a bunny. It has ears. 
It has not melted to earth yet. I am interested that she uses the word melted, which would 
involve the presence of heat, sun, warmth, love and energy. This complements my 
understanding of the rabbit’s (return to) earth, slowly dehydrated of all water returning as 
dust. We are stardust, million year old carbon, Joni Mitchell sings in silence to me now.  
 
Summer, 2017 
I found a nest while walking the swales this morning speaking with an old friend, sharing 
the birth story of Vivi. In the throes of words, swamp paperbarks and recollections of 
surges, I found myself stroking a small partially formed nest I had scooped from its grave, 
a dry, cracked swale. At first I mused that it was made from our vacuum cleaner dust, 
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which I regularly add to the compost. It appeared with the same soft grey fineness, like that 
of the fluff that forms from various sheddings of dirt blown in on the wind, skin, cotton 
from clothes and other everyday matter. But, no. This nest is made of the fur of a dead 
rabbit and strong, long strands of black human hair. 
 
Water, and the absence of water, knit and weave spaces of warmth with life and death here. 
Working with the air (bird) and earth (hair, rabbit and twigs), becoming is sustained and, 
simultaneously, becomings undone, in movement, as the past and future collide. Here I 
encounter weavings of a new kind of life. 
 
Spring, 2014 
A womb is a space of internal warmth, a mother’s nest. It is always in movement as the 
nourishing space of the amniotic fluid changes with the growing foetus. Like the 
cytoplasmic fluid in my cells, always changing and in exchange with the other (mother), 
the fluid gathers what it needs, sending outward what it has in excess, is ingested again, 
and digested, and on it goes.  
 
I am eating sunflower seeds and strawberries for the four-and-a-half-week-old life inside 
me. S/he is lying along the amniotic sac lining, suspended in inside-water, in the image 
that flicked up on my phone this morning. This little life in my body will only know this 
place/water/mode of nourishment through her body, not her mind, when she leaves my 
body of water (Farmer, in Somerville, 1999).  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, date not recorded. 
6 week old embryo 
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Of Michelet (la Mer) (1907)  
‘Of the milky sea 
Of the vital sea, of the nourishing sea: 
These nourishing waters are thick with all sorts of particles of fat 
suited to the soft nature of fishes 
who lazily open their mouths and breathe 
nourished like an embryo in the womb of a  
common mother (Michelet, 1907, in Bachelard,1999, p. 118). 
Seawater soon becomes 
For Michelet  
The primary nourishment for 
All beings’ (in Bachelard,1999, p. 119) 
 
Autumn, 2016 
Bachelard (1999) is writing about the call of water, and how a leap into water is a real leap 
into the unknown. It may be the only real leap into the unknown (p. 165). Working with-
water, I find a posthuman research can be creative research encountering new territories. 
Margaret has asked how I do this bodyplaceblog writing. She is wondering how I can be in 
the moment and write with the movement. As practised by an artist, the virtual, physical 
and conceptual material of worldly entities is assembled and spacetimemattered into its 
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other on the blog medium, and again in the thesis. New im/possibilities are always already 
there for us to come to know. We re-open other ways of becoming, splashing playfully in 
the shallows.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, April 22, 2016, 8:04am 
How do I do it? 
eyelids rise and leave sounds of edies morning mvements 
delve into breath and find...  
I follow the movement of time in the post. 
I write it as I think and as life moves around me 
I jump like Barad’s electrons 
Back! 
Cut 
Paste 
Add there 
Where the thought string dangled 
Grab it! 
Move back to bottom 
Keep flowing 
Write body 
Move out to place 
Cut up to the top to the line I was at when the distraction came 
Cut back down to the bottom 
body? 
a thought comes 
write it in 
tangling now 
All elements 
Body mind space everyday 
Find a synthesis 
Some degrees of separation draw them to some synergy 
And this finds the 
Stop. 
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Autumn, 2015 
This small life inside of me flickers within. It is growing and changing while I sit still on 
the couch. My mother’s womb is a watery place that I cannot recall. I have no logical 
memory of it. I know the womb is a significant place of movements. These are movements 
of time and body.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, October 21, 2014, 10:50am 
Tangled ball of wool 
Yesterday I found some knitted squares I have saved 
They are left over from edies blanket 
Pauls wedding blanket 
And the canoe 
Some of them have unraveled and tangled 
They were scrunched in a messy bundle 
Tere alre also some  
I hadbegan to knit them for the notbaby lost some months ago 
I remember knitting squares from the moment we moved in  
Here 
Now 
I cut the threads that are tangled 
Stcked the squares neatly 
Laid them in blanket from 
Between splatred porridge and blueberries 
Yoghurt 
Made the threads into a ball 
Placed them under sheoak planted for miscarried  
Edies friend aerin visited to give her fairy clothes made today 
So delicately of paper 
I athced her leave 
hop on bike to go home 
The ball of wool 
Tied to her pants. 
She is giving them another life 
myShoulders rest 
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Face smiles 
 
I have began knitting squares again 
For another baby 
The deepest softest shyest blue. 
 
Autumn, 2016 
I am currently knitting in contribution to a blanket of squares for my father. Dad’s mum 
taught me to crochet, beginning for me, the first blanket I ever made. Lemon yellow wool 
is coiled at the centre where she started me off like a tempered sunrise. Edith asked me this 
morning, how did dad help you make me in your tummy? I smiled and remarked, Oh! The 
magic of it! While I knit I stare at the white wall and play with the ideas of today. I am 
back at Barad’s introduction in Quantum Entanglements (2010). I am being her electron. 
The act of knitting is the dance of the electron. Bamboo needles touch, exchange and 
retreat, over and over. Hand and needle, wool and needle, wool and hand, thoughts and 
body, are all dancing in front of me, making and unmaking simultaneously.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, Wednesday, July 2011 
Canoe 
I remembered how large a space mum created for the making of the me I'm 
becoming today. 
 
and how far I've come back toward her, after the sciences felt almost like a 
rebellion 
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against their social arts backgrounds, mum and dads. 
I guess i've diverged 
and converged 
Like the 
beginning 
and 
opening and 
end 
of a canoe. 
 
The canoe 
can be many metaphors for me at this stage in 
the emerging. 
A boat. Sian and Robyn featured boats as both 
human (Sian) 
and 
a place to be close to animal (Robyn). 
When I'm in a canoe i feel like an animal. 
free to flow 
use my own power to make my way 
and discover small places 
close to home 
that tickle my 
senses. 
beautiful 
natural 
places. 
Again, the knitted squares i'm creating, 
as I knitted today in the doctors surgery, 
feel so representative of my heritage. 
Nan, mum and nan all knitted and through them i learned. 
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As this work about-faces me toward the other 
i got to thinking this evening 
as I put together the knitted squares into a sewn canoe, 
these squares, like me, are shaping to 
know a different way. 
The Bunarong people canoed through 
the Koo Wee Rup swamp, 
with lanterns 
fishing. 
Remember? 
Prue told us. 
 
At first I sat and rested, sewing the squares together. 
rhythmic, 
meditative, 
restful, 
just great. 
Can you imagine life without needlework!?  
Always thinking, working, chewing over. 
Gee, I love to sew and knit to roll through the hours. 
It all came together pretty well. 
Smiled as the ends turned out as the bark-made canoes I've seen 
a square piece with two ends pressed together. 
Then, it was done. 
The blue pieces, wool from CWA in Cowes were solid and firm. 
The red square, crocheted by nan, flopped, 
so did the brown piece, too big. 
I took some photos. Pleased. 
but it was bear. 
Ran to the garden. Its dark and cold, but no rain. 
fresh, like last night. 
I sat it on top. looked beautiful. 
The contrast of the natural and the synthetic smoothes over me. 
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Less harsh. Nature softens, synthetic brings comfort. 
In the end, I noticed the bark elbowed in the same pointed shape as the canoe. 
So I put some inside to reinforce the flopping edges. 
a few squeezes, 
there is the shape. 
done. 
A, albeit, unuseful canoe, aesthetically pleasing, with stories in the knitting, and 
strength in the natural. 
A woollen bark canoe. 
The wool and the bark, 
They work well together. 
And they look good together. 
 
Autumn, 2016 
The practice of knitting makes space for me to respond to my inheritances. When I made 
the canoe I was not aware of the connections between Mother/Nan/me/water/modes of 
movement/becoming/unbecoming, that were waiting there to be responded to. The red 
square of the canoe came from a bag of Nan’s things I sorted through after she died. The 
canoe is for Mum at the time of making and I have not given it to her yet. I think I will 
give it to her this mother’s day. Vivi and Edie’s blankets are made of the same wool that 
the canoe is. The squares that make this canoe were already telling the story of my children 
before they were conceived. 
 
Spring, 2014  
My encounter with Mum’s work is unique in this thesis. I encountered all the other artists 
along the way and their work was drawn into the dissertation over time. Mum’s paintings 
have not entered my life along the way, as they have always been here, seeping into me 
over a lifetime, while hanging on the walls. Mum now lives on the very edge of the 
Western Port catchment. Tarago River passes through Drouin and enters into Western Port 
through the Bunyip River. I asked her to speak with me about her artworks and their 
relationship with water. When I took the job as Western Port catchment Waterwatch 
Officer I found it felt like coming home.  
 
Growing up we never spoke much about Mum’s paintings and their watery sense, they 
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were just always there. I do remember Mum telling me she felt she was a southern coastal 
dweller. I tried to form a song from this line for years. I asked her recently if this was still 
the case and she corrected me, I am a southeastern coastal dweller. If Bachelard (1999) 
offers that ‘anything that flows is water, and all water is a kind of milk’ (p. 118), I wonder 
if it was inevitable that my mother, grandmother and their waters entered the 
bodyplaceblog. 
 
Autumn, 2015 
From ‘The performance of home’ (Somerville, 1999) 
‘Then the whole house is draped with long swathes of papery calico as I sew and 
stitch together the day’s events.  
With each curtain I consider the folds and 
 length and  
feel of the room…  
each curtain adds to my sense of inside space. 
There are now curtains in bathroom and bedroom 
As well as kitchen. 
I think about the layers of insides and the  
Desire to make a house for myself out of fabric 
Perhaps start with knitting 
Because then I can spin the wool too. 
A large tubular curly extrusion of reds, 
Oranges 
Yellows 
Like the curls of  
Body tubes 
Moulded to body shapes’  
(Body/landscape journals, Somerville, 1999, p. 199)  
 
I open Body/landscape journals to this page and, as often happens with this book, it speaks 
to me. I have been knitting a blanket for the baby-within and am making curtains to temper 
the coming summer. I want to stay here for a while. I play with Somerville’s 
body/landscape writing about making curtains and make it into a bodyplaceblog as a gift 
for her, just as her words are a gift for me. While messing with the lines I come to think on 
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the threads of knitting and the way the length and pattern of the lines change the shape and 
definition of what is becoming. As well as movement along, there is movement into, and 
out of, spaces.  
 
Interview transcript, Autumn, 2016 
Mums painting in the green room 
 
‘I wanted to explore lines 
And dots and colour. 
I think I started by doing 
Something like 
That 
So creating a space. 
I then wanted to do things around the outside of space. 
I just went for it with this one’. 
 
This painting (Mum’s painting in the green room) hangs in ‘the green room’. Mum’s 
painting of lines, dots and colours creates the space rather than fills it and allows her to 
move on, ‘I then wanted to do things around the outside of space’. I hadn’t ever thought 
about there being an ‘outside of space’. This intrigues me. Along with her losing her body, 
is Mum opening up the potential for the electrons to be freed from their orbit of the 
nucleus? Electrons orbit a sphere of positively charged particles, protons, and neutral 
particles called neutrons. Together these aspects make up an atom. As I consider this I feel 
my skin peel away. Like when Vivi leans in to press her mouth on mine. During the fluids 
in exchange, an intimate kiss finds there is no skin, just water. Electrons in movement from 
one atom to another blur the entity’s embrace.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, June 14, 2013, 7:47am 
So much flow 
I have just showered and found myself 
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Recalling contractions 
I was showering while on the phone with mum 
 
In surges  
When I decided it was time to birth this baby 
I remember mum mothering me in this moment 
Mothering being a miracle-like making 
I will be gifting western port as bay to prue on Thursday 
 
This painting feels like my offspring 
I remember its birth and creation 
Pruessilver westernport inspired it 
And I want her to have it 
I am thinking now of  
the earthly paintings of mums  
 
That she made with her  
body  
by pushing herself along the canvas 
and sweeping her arms 
in angel like and pushing patterns 
she told me 
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this ones is called ‘women sometimes go to these places.’ 
They now hangs in the hall 
at the family home 
I recall the way she dusted it  
lightly over  
with her hand 
Like a mother wiping crumbs from a child’s face. 
 
Autumn, 2016 
Mum’s paintings exhibited in this blog post are the disrupted skins of a body/place intra-
action. There is no divide, no separate ‘body’ and ‘place’. All matter is suspended on the 
surface here, an open space of potential and anything goes now. What was my body 
extending out to place is now a porous skin draped over an outside, in contact with an 
inside, exchanging back and forth what is needed for life.  
 
I have started knitting again as an everyday practice. Here’s your knitting, Mum. Edith 
doesn’t pull at the string anymore so I can. The wool is so beautifully continuous and the 
practice of moving the needles is fluid and repetitive, circular, yet spiracular in that rows 
accumulate and something is made over time. This is like the bodyplaceblogposts. The 
words are laid in short sentences down the screen as you read the blog-as-a-whole. They 
meander down and down like a thinly knit scarf. Once knitted or poured, the structure, 
tension, strength of what has been made cannot be altered. What is is, as it is.  
 
Now I look down at hands-on-keys and sip my tea. I am practising another kind of making. 
Repetitive typing, black and white letters laid, layering, making something. I am having 
roasted dandelion tea tonight. And I reach to sip and lay cup down over and over. So much 
flow is published like this in backward layers as life moves on forward, peeling away in the 
opposite direction to how we make things. Then it is gone. I press publish and move away.  
 
The next time I visit the bodyplaceblogpost here in the thesis, I peel it away, it oozes out of 
the space as I read backward. Once I reach the next post, the one before, the first read no 
longer exists. Is this the backward version of the becoming of making alternative ways of 
knowing for sustenance?  
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Spring, 2014  
I am reading Grosz’s Becoming Undone (Grosz, 2011) again: 
If the human is simply one among many of the trajectories that life on earth has 
elaborated, then many of the most cherished beliefs about how humans will and 
should behave in the light of the manifest and lived differences that divide the 
human will be thrown open to new lines of development, new kinds of practice, 
and new modes of thought… How becomings undo (the stabilities of identity, 
knowledge, location, and being), and how they elaborate new directions and new 
forces that emerge from these processes of destabilization (Elizabeth Grosz, 2011, 
p. 3). 
 
Autumn, 2016 
Mum paints the skin of the canvas with her body to make the painting ‘Women sometimes 
go to these places’. I see the dust settle on a site of transformation. Mum’s body moving 
over the canvas makes the earth. The canvas, unframed, accepts her body. Exchanging 
earth (body, skin, canvas, dust) and water (the liquid paint, moving fluidly over canvas), 
Mum plays out art’s desire to dive below the surface of knowing to a pre-conscious space 
of sensation, and to make surfaces, mingling what is cognitively classified into a soup of 
primordial, material combinations. This painting is not only a child stroked by her mother. 
For me right now, this painting is a tenderly draping skin porous and in exchange between 
earth and water, life and death, and the blurring edge of sustenance. It ponders through a 
performance of transformation between human-nature, (m)other-nature and back. 
 
I have just come out of the sea and I can still feel the salt, dry on my feet. My breath has 
surfaced requiring deeper puffs from me even though I sit still with my cup of hot tea. In 
Chapter Four titled ‘Water in combination’ (as in, what of water in combination with other 
elements?) Bachelard’s (1999) writing of material imagination is concerned with the 
images that are made directly from matter. Here he looks below the surface for material 
imagination, into the depths of matter where obscure vegetation and a dark beauty loom 
(p.1). The imagination that attends the material cause might be the material cause of 
Barad’s (2010) justice? I have previously highlighted one line on page 4. It looks up at me, 
bright yellow and thin. It reads ‘we suffer through dreams and are cured by dreams’ 
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(Bachelard, 1999, p. 4). I think to humans and a question being raised in our research 
group at the moment. Collaborators are asking, what does other-nature think/want? The 
responding writing of a collaborator, Anna, has reminded me that it is possible to end up 
only knowing what humans think other-nature thinks. My guttural response returns to the 
word ‘human’ and substitutes ‘human’ for Bachelard’s ‘dream.’ I wonder, do we (earth 
and water) suffer through humans, and are cured by humans?  
 
I am eager to stay here, close to the human I am and snorkel down below the surface to the 
crevice between human-nature and other-nature, as an act of a justice for sustenance like I 
did today, dug my board into wave approaching and felt body tumble somersault over self 
in washing cycling wave. It is luminously darker down here where the dark, water and life 
survive together. Is it darker, though still productive, to ask humans to attend sustenance 
from the space between themselves and other-nature outward toward places?  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, October 4, 2014, 9:39am 
September 
It occurs to me as I title this post 
it is october now 
not september 
And so the shearwaters will have began their return 
We have been in Sydney for a week and lost for a week in recovering from the 
tiring expedition and 
some glorious family affairs either side. 
So as I sit down today 
having walked surf beach yesterday for first time in so long 
I realise 
they will have been 
well 
we expect they have been flying in 
Drawing myself back to yesterday and rock pooling 
I cannot see one shearwater relic in my memory? 
They were late last year too so I am not as surprised 
and 
more trusting in my observation than 
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I was last year. 
By late September the birds were streaming along the east coast of Australia, 
often as many as a hundred thousand of them passing over one place each hour 
(Serventy) 
I have flicked now to October 
A(s) darkness fell the gigantic orchestra of more than a million shearwaters 
began 
the nightly song (p. 14). 
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Chapter 5. Nests, posthuman emergence and spaceplacebodies 
 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, December 1, 2013, 10:35pm 
nest shapes 
As my hand types it is cup-shaped. Nest-shaped. A catchment is nest-shaped too. 
Water hits the upper lip of the catchment and rolls down 
Down 
Down 
To the lowest point  
Such that the land is catching the water and then becomes ‘not land’ but a bay. In 
this local area, there are microcatchments of private dams, puddles, and artificial 
catchments such as rooves / gutters / tanks. 
The bodyplaceblog catches ‘me’ 
Catches place 
And we pool here in the bodyplaceblog. 
Mixing atom with atom in H2O as nutrients suspend in water  
Forming a  
Form. 
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Presentation excerpt, Spring, 2016 
My skin is bare and chilled. My toes are warm in slippers. I am sitting at the dinner table in 
the silent dark looking into the research blog. It is brimming with nests. I am looking in to 
remember the disruptive, creative practice of blogging with the words space, place and 
body as my frame. I will speak about my space place body research today and how it 
generates a new sense of sustenance in life for me, blurring the space between me and the 
place I live, through the creative disruptions of blogging. 
 
Spring, 2014 
The underside of the maternal sea was my morning sickness today. A constant motion was 
swelling inside me regardless of boat motion, and I was flooded with a yearning to be in 
my own space, my own company. I was so irritated by the time Edith finally went to sleep 
in the evening that I stomped around plotting to abandon the basket of washing that needed 
hanging. That would have been fine, though knowledge of the consequences of having to 
do it tomorrow took me out there.  
 
My breath lengthened the minute I stepped onto the verandah. A slight breeze stroked my 
skin and I breathed toward it. It was me that needed mothering. The wind-ing air and the 
tasks of everyday life were happy to oblige. I stepped out further, onto cool grass, and 
watered the plants. My breath fell out even more slowly. The water flecks nursed my skin.  
 
Watching the perimeter of my property, I am reminded of the day we rode the boat out to 
see the seals at the heads of Western Port. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, Spring, 2014 
Mikala shares  
people board the boat  
ride it back and forth 
Do they send themselves outward from their place of origin inward 
back home again in a weaving fashion?  
Ecologically 
many animals mark territories  
continually  
walking  
perimeter 
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Spring, 2014 
I have spent an evening in distress over being so un-moved by the boat. Without the 
habitual self-questioning thoughts I am like an echidna in torpor in cold, deep winter. My 
body moves to a voice-like vibrato, shaken with the motor, to the rhythm of the body of the 
boat.  
 
Aboard the boat yesterday, I noticed the rocking, sleeping motion and chanting hum of the 
engine. I almost immediately entered a state of meditation just for having stepped aboard. I 
noticed the crew talk of the boat as a she. A baby on the sea? With a baby-within me, and 
one on my lap, I slid into the sleepy state of babe-in-arms myself and my mind went blank.  
 
As the boat docks, I sit with the discomfort of feeling nothing and I notice the underside of 
the jetty. It is hung with rusty bolts and white mildew paints the old wood. The beauty 
contrasts against the upper surface and draws me in. I become acutely aware in this 
moment of the inevitable existence of an underside in relation to an upper-side of a 
surface. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, September 4, 2016 
Flap of the wings says 
 
Vivi looks up at me  
on her rug 
lips purse 
all cheeks puffed 
arms flail 
poised and purposeful 
she is a small bird 
fledgling 
ascending from the nest 
pick me up 
that is what her flap of wings says 
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Spring, 2009 
I find my body as I read Margaret’s book Body/landscape journals (Somerville, 1999) 
while riding a bus heading away from our first meeting. Somerville is writing on searching 
for an embodied response to place, and exhibiting a body’s capacity and, arguably, right to 
know place. Somerville refers to Gruenewald’s place.  
 
David Gruenewald requests that we critically de-colonise the ‘ecological places we 
inhabit’ (Gruenewald, 2003a, p. 3) with awareness of the social, political and economic 
contradictions of the world by ‘reading the world’ critically (Freire, in Gruenewald, 
2003a). If we reinhabit, sending ourselves critically outward, ‘becoming more conscious of 
places, …extend[ing] our notions of pedagogy and accountability outward toward places,’ 
(Gruenewald, 2003b) then global health and well-being may be found. Bowers (2008) 
responded to Gruenewald’s 2003 papers, suggesting that to decolonise and re-inhabit is an 
oxymoron. There are cultural acts and peoples that do so already, Bower argues, and they 
need celebrating. In the space between, I think to artists, already in relation with water in 
the practice of making. I wonder, what might occur in the process of art-making by a 
waterway for a critical reading of the world? I want to understand the relationships 
negotiated between these bodies and places.  
 
From where do art-makers send themselves outward to these places for health and 
sustenance, Greenwood? I find the body again. Animal bodies, and the body of time. 
Elizbeth Grosz’s sense of bifurcated time in Time Travels (2005) allows me to see and 
think with the continuing movement of the blog and its un-linearity. Grosz draws on 
Deleuze to profess her interest in moving time, an interest that obfuscates future 
destinations. I stop to think how often the future impedes my present. And realise these are 
just thoughts of what the future might bring. Do I make a particular future with my 
expectations of it then? I wonder. 
 
Presentation excerpt, Spring, 2016 
This research is my life’s work, or life’s way in the words of today’s keynote speaker at 
AARE, Dr. Peter Anderson (senior lecturer and Coordinator of Indigenous Education and 
Leadership in the Faculty of Education, Monash University). When I practise blogging in 
the body/place way I see my thought processes shift. A creation of a new entity enters 
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becoming. What if I treat myself as the places I, as sustainability educator/mother/marine 
ecologist, seek to sustain? 
 
I will alternate between speaking and reading in my talk today. I want to use present and 
past writings sewn together, preserved from the moment I write. Elizabeth Grosz (2008) 
writes of art as sensation as a sibling to philosophical knowing (Grosz, 2008, p. 2). I 
compose this presentation as a performance to resonate with you wherever it finds you. 
Something may sing to you, or make you cringe. I see these bodily responses as resonances 
from where you will emerge, dripping off me like a raindrop in and along your own watery 
ways. Perhaps, when we gather at a conference we, necessarily, all sit here together, 
knitting and unravelling our own diverse perspectives and motivations to send outward? 
 
Late Spring, 2014 
Art preserves and it is the only thing in the world that is preserved (Deleuze and 
Guattari, 1994, p. 163). 
 
In these late hours I have opened Deleuze and Guattari’s (1994) book, What is Philosophy? 
I crook the page open to this.  
If art preserves it does not do so like industry, by adding a substance to make the 
thing last. The thing became independent of its model from the start, but it is also 
independent of other possible personae what are themselves artists-things, personae 
of painting breathing this air of painting. And it is no less independent of the viewer 
or hearer, who only experiences it after, if they have the strength for it. What about 
the creator? It is independent of the creator through the self-positing of the created, 
which is preserved in itself. What is preserved – the thing or the work of art – is a 
bloc of sensations, that is to say, a compound of percepts and affects… sensations, 
percepts and affects are beings whose validity lies in themselves and exceeds any 
lived… the work of art is a being of sensation and nothing else: it exists in itself. 
(Deleuze and Guattari, 1994, p. 163-164) 
 
My reading is mattering blog posts into forms of art. I am drawing on an inkling that 
bodyplaceblogposts are artworks, mine and the collaborating artists’ creations, and that 
they exist in themselves as new entities, re-membered.  
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Presentation excerpt, Spring, 2016 
By re-member I refer to ‘re-membering’ drawn from Paul Carter’s Material Thinking 
(Deleuze, in Carter, 2004, p. 11), where two entities experience ‘dismemberment’ (p. 11) 
in the first processes of relational or collaborative practices of creative research or making. 
The entities become re-membered as new, other to either original form. 
 
Looking in, things are different in relation to outside. I am weaving new meanings with 
stuff from outside in the way a nest is being continually made and unmade with the 
movement of bodies, places, space and time. In and out, back and forth. What was 
arguably data-analysed in the bodyplaceblog, is now data again in this chapter.   
Playfully ravelling and unravelling nests from and with the bodyplaceblog, I wonder, what 
are the possibilities of bodyplaceblogging, as a new form of knowing that is other to 
philosophical, rational knowing? I begin with the bodyplaceblogged nest of my body.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, April 16, 2016  
Day dot 
I am sitting quietly in a still morning while baby sleeps and family potters 
I am delving back into vivid memories 
Vivi(d) 
Diving into Vivi-birth like a mermaid in a rockpool 
feel that smooth water caress my face to think of all the times edith and I have 
flicked 
our heads and tails up into still 
pooled water 
breathe 
enter birth space 
 
Bladder cramps in night  
I move from sea of family to sleep in Edies bed 
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Give up on sleep and get up 
Edie draws a baby being born over breakfast 
The birthing place is so far from home 
Lets do a practice run 
just in case 
My face is smiling round apple cheeks and I pile into car 
I enter my watery meditation 
I am water  
it washes through me  
midwifeAnne says go for a walk  
come back later 
No! 
I turn and parca and clear 
This may not look like labor but it is. I say 
Surgsurge 
Surge 
Dive 
Surge dive 
I am a cormorant diving into the soundless sea with each surge 
I disappear form the surface and reemerge pleased with my catch 
I know, there is now no time to look for spaces mag in newsagent 
Let's go 
 
Leave bags, that’s right, don’t exaserbate the busy staff who think I have so long 
to go 
I stop  
told by my body with closed eyes  
I breath deeply and watch the waves crash over me again 
Water flows back through and over my head 
Out and down 
This is my way of moving through  
Baby is coming 
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I cuddle belly rub 
Given a small space of our own 
I listen to the waves  
I hear a woman next door 
we prepare for birth together  
women united by sound shrouded by cloths  
two different ppools 
She is with her family I can hear them talking 
5 cnn2pget a room 
Shower now 
Water rolls down and over and I am in a wave that is relentless 
It pushes me down 
Heavy on my whole body 
Arm wraps belly 
And then a stillness slackly guides me to the western port blanket laying on the 
floor 
You may do what you need I have done my work in the watery sea and I am 
content  
And away wegthe test 
No! the intervening is like the glisten of the sunlight on sea surface 
Swim up here for breath! It tells me 
I want to  
wash the baby out wash the baby out 
I push looking down at the earth raised like a mountain, a bridge 
an internal firework  
a display of colour and explosive is the only work now 
water is dissipating 
evapourating 
washhhhh I see only through the sensations of my body 
a gush! And slip, slink, slide,  
I raise my hand and cradle 
A head! A small, curved, warm  
head 
To quietly cup your head is my job 
No one is here 
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It is my job 
I am your mother 
I breathe once more from  
with  
for everything I have 
The top of my head washes breath down over my body and out down below 
Dadaloop 
A lifeful dark shape  
Look Down! I am told 
There she is a little life 
Tiny body 
I take a breath and look to vege patch sprouting all sorts of green almost ready 
fruits 
A pumpkin and a passionfruit hang and I cannot wait to eat them 
Here she is 
Vivi 
Life 
Slipped from my body like a fish in water 
Onto the floor 
Look down they tell me 
 
A rocking pool of beauty 
A body a baby 
Lipbldy na dbaby  
 
there are four flies sucking matter from the screen 
my skin 
the couch and air 
my eyes are tired now with all this screen work 
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and looking inside 
breathe and head lays back to sound of clucking honeyeater 
time to feed my baby 
 
 
Winter, 2016  
The word Vivi is Latin for life. To be viviparous ecologically is to be born alive, to be alive 
or to bear live young. Grey nurse sharks are viviparous and so give birth to live young.  
In What is Philosophy? Deleuze and Guattari (1994) describe the plane of 
immanence as ‘a section of chaos that acts like a sieve’. For them the plane of 
immanence is interleaved with a multitude of layers that are sometimes separate and 
sometimes knitted together (It is for this reason that they call philosophical time 
‘stratigraphic’ and describe it as a fractal surface) (Hubert, 2016). 
 
At Vivi’s birth, water, my body and my everyday life became indecipherable for a moment 
and so I know it is possible. This blog post is of a watery nest and there is no one figure 
that holds the ‘nest’ shape. I gave birth to Vivi on the Western Port blanket. Now that I 
experience this birth post above, I notice the blanket as a surface of space, place and body 
where Vivi is born, not at home, but on-home and as-home. The blanket performs the 
grounded work of lying beneath (on-home). It lays over Vivi in the shape of her body 
while she feeds (as-home).  
 
I also notice this blog post watches Vivi materialise as other and as me. As I hold each 
strand of space, place and body in my hands, and knit entirely with body and water, in 
birth she transforms. She is initially of me, and in my sights during birth. I see her with my 
body. I feel where she is and know what to do to bring her into the world. I am her nest, 
her nourishing contour of safety. Something happened at dadaloop that was unexplainable 
and indecipherable connoted by a sound that is not a word in any rational language. Is this 
the fractal surface? Is it here that Vivi becomes other? Following this I write of dark, and I 
see dark in the text, and I remember sensing nothing for a moment. Then someone directs 
me to look down to see Vivi lying there, a puddle of delicate, quiet body below: a wetland, 
herself.  
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In this way, Vivi is water. The bodyplaceblogpost itself is also water, moving in a fast-
paced gush down: gush, and wash. And I am water. I am the water carrying a life 
downstream to the nursery haven or estuary, also me. In the act of this birth the blanket 
may be the weave of the plane of immanence, or I may be? Either way, Vivi has fallen 
through the sieve: the chaotic plane of immanence, the fractal surface, alive.  
 
I am drawn now from birth of a baby to birth of a blog, travelling in thought back to the 
night I began the blog, living little on pi. I am in the dark lamp-lit lounge room in the late 
night/early morning and I am soaking in blog-making. I am hunched over a screen moving 
images and colours around the blank online space like the magpie that draws poa straw 
from our garden to weave her home within the pines next door. While I began blogging for 
Mikala, who was travelling, I did so shyly for celebrating something mundane. Travellers 
blog the extra-ordinary. Why would I blog the ordinary? Who would care?  
 
Summer, 2016 
Oh no. I have mis-interpreted Deleuze’s figures and figuration in Francis Bacon: Logic of 
Sensation (Deleuze, 2003 in, p. xiii). I have felt so sure and run with these concepts to find 
now that my meaning and the translator’s interpretation are entirely different. In 
conversation with Francis Bacon: Logic of Sensation, I find the figure and I watch it 
dissolve, a figuration of a leaf disintegrating into the wetland it has fallen into.  
 
The translator, Smith, describes that for Deleuze the figure is that which engages a bodily 
response. A painting of the way a body makes you feel, not necessarily the way it 
anatomically is. This is a painting of the figure. For me, the figure is the literal. In 
scientific papers we label figures. These are the images or pictorial representations of the 
written information that give a visual idea of the information being transpired. Figuration, 
for Deleuze, according to Smith, is the form itself, that which is being represented in the 
artwork. For me, figuration is what we accidentally do when we sit down to make an 
artwork. It is the way a maker or painter necessarily imposes an already formed image of 
the figure into an act of making at the beginning before these dis-membering parts begin to 
re-member as other. Taking my own versions of figure and figuration in relation to Smith’s 
Deleuze, I continue. 
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Bodyplaceblogpost, September 23, 2011, 11:26am 
Sunderland bay and baby 
 
Sunderland Bay sits to the right of Surf Beach.  
I stepped off my bike,  
walked down the 4wd track.  
The entire coastline is a shearwater rookery – a cliff face wehre shearwater’s return 
to roost yearly.  
I've lived here in this coastal village for 3 years near. 
I'd riden passed this track on my fitness loop.  
never stopped down. 
curling to the left as the track opened up,  
a mess of dark,  
oval stones and beds of seaweed protected the bay. 
a large red red rocky cliff stands mid bay at high tide.  
Right now its low tide and I walk over the ovular stones in my blundstone boots,  
quickly,  
deliberately. 
at the red rock I find mirror-still pools of water.  
transparent as a window,  
fish dart and hormosiira banksii,  
or neptunes necklace bauble from the edges into the pools.  
small protecting protrusions. 
lush green warrigal greens ooze from the top of the red rock  
shaved on top and long on the edges.  
the colours are bold and confident.  
the rock stand still and strong. 
I hasten back across the black ovular stones and notice the odd red stone here and 
there.  
spectacular.  
spectucular. 
sometime between this visit to Sunderland Bay and now,  
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I decided that Sunderland Bay is a feminine beach.  
The ovular stones,  
the nurturing nursary pools around the gorgeous,  
protective red rock.  
the curve of her beach and calmness of her waves.  
I went there on Monday and collected Cystophora,  
a zigzagging brown algae that frequently seems to wash up there.  
I found myself sculpting circles around a bucket to dry and bind together,  
into one large globe that Id like to hang from the hall during our wedding party in a 
fortnight.  
Round like my breasts are becoming for the baby,  
round like the curve of my stomach,  
so present now whether its a grumble with frequent hunger,  
or swell with a bloated disgestion.  
All seemingly linked to the growing embryo,  
or 'the bean' as we've been calling her.  
The embryo in me continues to grow and her and my days are forming together,  
another sculpture incidently.  
How it brings me calm and satisfaction. 
 
Late Summer, 2014 
Ball and McCabe (2011) do not apologise for centring the human in their considerations of 
sustainability, the environment and its health, and Hultman and Lenz-Taguchi (2010) 
challenge themselves to materialise the human into the environment when two photographs 
reveal not only children playing with sand, but sand playing with children. I have just read 
Pauliina Rautio’s 2013 paper, ‘Children who carry stones in their pockets’. Rautio is 
suggesting we might act to cultivate our already natural selves through engaging with what 
is not us without the ‘unfortunate nature/culture divide at work (p. 1). This blog post 
witnesses me discovering my natural self-becoming, as the landscape and I meet, in the 
blog post. I see my body in the landscape, black ovular stones / spectacular / round like my 
breasts are becoming for the baby and it brings me satisfaction and calm. 
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Bodyplaceblogpost, May 10, 2016, 9:38am 
Is that sound the computer breathing? 
Edith and I are sitting up at the table 
Fire heaves and edith asks 
Is that the sound of computer breathing? 
As an email shoots off to Angela 
Hands are soft 
I feel them 
More vulnerable than usual 
Felted 
Ive been felting vivis nest 
Soap bubbles gooping Edie adds 
Hands in water  
Drips are loud! She offers again 
nest 
It is not as I imagined 
I moved passed the ‘figuration’ deleuze talks of 
Seeing the image onto the canvas before its made 
I felt that moment 
The shoulder sink 
The eyelid roll 
The way I shot forward  
stop and a start 
A break 
At first no thoughts came 
Here I am again! I thought 
Know this space well 
No negative  
No real cognitive commentary at all 
Just quiet 
Then I noticed how felting is the assemblage 
A grab of the softest kind 
In my hand 
I rub it on face 
The children couldn’t help but cuddle it 
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Edith made a teddy from just the wool 
Then I rub with water and soap  
It flattens 
A surface 
Pull 
Pull 
Pull 
Strands reveal themselves 
they are an illusion of individuality 
They are stuck in the mangle 
 
Winter, 2016 
I have wanted to felt a nest for Vivi for a while. As I sit here at our table, I move, rub, and 
shape the raw sheep’s wool. It becomes clear that the nest needs other things in order to 
become: detergent, water, moulding hands, and Edie. Edie has come to sit with me and 
felts a teddy for Vivi. Two women sit here at this table making a nest and a body together 
for a baby. 
 
Summer, 2016 
A colleague has exclaimed she doesn’t believe in data, just in energy that pulls and 
contorts her. Margaret shared that she is a committed empiricist and asked during her 
presentation this week, what if water, itself, is data? A colleague in the Space Place Body 
group shared early on, you don’t need data you know. Koro-Ljungberg, MacLure and 
Ulmer (unpub.) ask ‘what do data do?’ (n.p); and MacLure (2013) asks ‘what is next?’ 
(p.228). I am engaging with these ‘problematics’ (Koro-Ljungberg et al., n.p.) in 
qualitative research with data. Koro-Ljungberg et al. critique the inert passivity attributed 
to data treated as a subservient object to be shaped, used, interpreted and concluded, and 
MacLure looks to the intrigue of data. 
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Bodyplaceblogpost, May 2016 
I am reading about data 
Koro-Ljungberg, MacLure and Ulmer are asking 
what do data do?  
exploring problematized data in qualitative research 
data  
inert fodder 
‘predominantly passive and subservient to the work of analysis and interpretation’ 
(n.p) 
They look to the sparkle of data  
it leans in and dances with the researcher 
I stop reading 
consult my body on data 
Sparkling data is light dappling my hand 
I lift my head 
see the light 
I find leaves moving with the wind 
watch water droplets stretch to ground 
With cold feet I tap my foot and  
I breathe 
 
Summer, 2016 
Is data dead? Is data alive? Is data alone? What does data do? Peering into the term ‘data 
analysis,’ I am now asking, what is next backward, and analysing ‘data’ itself. What is 
‘data’ to the bodyplaceblog?  
 
I originally kept the bodyplaceblog to house the data of artwork photographs and 
transcripts. I am not a meticulous person (or I am) and so the blog quickly became a 
throwing ground for all sorts of things. I became interested in the hands that obscured the 
image of paintings, brooms and heaters in corners, and in words spoken before and after 
the recorded talk. Everyday life was beckoning me. The bodyplaceblog is brimming with 
data, and is data itself. I find strands that emit the illusion of individuality like the woollen 
strands of Vivi’s Bass Strait blanket emerging from the blog. Robyn Carter and her 
artworks are an example. The blog was initially designed to capture this ‘data’. I find, not 
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only these strands of wool, but also other elements of movement and becoming in this 
blanket made of data. There are hands that wove each square and tussock grass that 
inspired the colour of the upper middle left panel. 
 
Elizabeth Grosz’s fixation with moving time specifies moving time as mobilising of 
strands of passing past and preserved present into various becomings. Here everything as 
matter is becoming and becoming undone (Grosz elaborates Time Travel (2005) in 
Becoming Undone, Grosz, 2011), never fixed, never alone. I notice, data is not alone, and 
it is not fixed.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, December, 2016 
Edith asks  
what is data?  
I respond 
It is the stuff I choose to knit my work with 
Data is my wool 
She also asks 
what is matter?  
I answer: It is all the stuff in the world.  
Carter’s notion of creative knowing as new knowledge that cannot be extracted 
from the loom producing it 
weaving is the knowing itself 
a pattern made of holes  
matter is more than solely tangible stuff  
to hold  
to touch 
I see the holes around the wool in the knitted blanket 
Matter too 
I look back into the bodyplaceblog 
Now I can see between the data  
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Deep Winter, 2016  
Edith has asked, what is moving the leaf? I ask her back, and she offers, the leaves and 
nuts are strong in the wind. We look up her query and read that the wind is invisible 
molecules (air) moving to changes in pressure. I feel it on my cheek. We know these 
invisible molecules by their movement, by what seems to be ‘nothing’ against my skin. 
There is something there in the invisible space surrounding the leaf. I replace leaf with the 
word, data. What is moving the data?  
 
This blog post (First day with Robyn, July 3, 2016), below, began with intended (data) 
matter of time spent with artist, Robyn Carter and the Warneet foreshore of Western Port 
and emerged into unintended (data) spaces, delightfully. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 3, 2016, 10:46am 
First day with robyn 
so that’s really part of the  
home environment 
These paintings are  
an aerial perspective  
then again  
I mean  
I tend to move different perspectives 
so if you actually analysed it you wouldn’t see it that way  
from the air  
you would actually be looking down  
there 
you're looking  
not quite from down  
 
there 
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it's just me playing with the different elements of the painting  
with the design 
what I can do with it 
Oh look now we're looking probably at most of these here are in a sort of a series 
based on … the environment here.  
It was part of a series  
I was playing around with these rare boats  
mainly red some of them  
that’s the way of bringing the personal view into the landscape without actually 
adding figures  
the little sailing boats  
obviously  
somebody on board having 
the whole estuary  
the houses over the water and then back again  
into the estuary  
it's an emotional thing as well as the physical thing 
You sort of tend to hone in to the estuary  
that’s what you're getting  
that’s this little sub group of paintings that I've been concentrating on just lately 
Some of them are still unfinished 
There are a few finished some of them I'm still working on. 
Why red? 
 
The red  
red is such a strong accent colour 
it works so well  
the red is a way of being able to play  
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This one is a whole new one  
track looking  
just outside the door  
there  
across the road  
just between where the mangroves end and the Ti tree 
the Ti tree is just over there  
beyond that there's paths  
the mangroves  
 
typical estuarine  
grass  
all of that  
just across the road  
so that’s one of the areas  
I walk the dog or just walk by myself or walk with Ian 
[…] 
 We're very lucky here to have that 
 public accessible property  
yeah so it's just very natural sort of place which is just so accessible  
which is wonderful  
this is the water,  
this is the estuary  
I'm sort of working towards that  
[…] 
being part of the estuary  
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because when you go up into the edges of the estuary usually it's very flat so you 
get a lot of little ponds and of course when the tide goes out and exposed there's 
mud and then it comes back in again so I'm feeling my way to try and get some 
feeling of the estuary  
of how it actually is  
at the moment  
interesting  
showing the work before it's finished  
showing it how it actually starts off  
so that was  
[…] 
just yesterday’s painting 
yesterday afternoon painting to  
really just block in the whole feeling of the estuary environment. 
 
When I am on the boat I am down 
close to water 
 
Winter, 2016 
Robyn’s words are curling around me. They are the sand of toes-in-sand immersed in the 
sea. The intended matter of the environment and painting is referenced. They float upon a 
lifeful estuary of surprising asides. I find Deleuze’s figure in the way Robyn feels my way 
to try and get some feeling of the estuary, and I find Grosz’ mingling tempos of past and 
present moving with Robyn, adrift on the tide of how it actually is at the moment / how it 
starts off. And with a final scroll back over her words I find the felting process, I’m 
working toward that / being part of the estuary. Robyn is aware that she and the estuary 
are not finite entities. 
 
Robyn, as water, moves between the estuary and the house where she paints and lives. The 
movement is physical and metaphysical. I am back with Robyn in the studio now with the 
things the transcript blogged above did not capture. Robyn is sharing that she travels to the 
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estuary with an ironing board under her arm. The ironing board entices me immediately 
from its corner set up in the room. So do Robyn’s exclamatory hands that sweep over and 
around each image she speaks with. These distractions have me wanting to play with 
Robyn’s propensity to stay close to home with the entities she makes. Robyn’s paintings 
are her creations, I find myself slipping downstairs in the night, to take a look. Robyn looks 
to her sleeping, flourishing children who she is preparing in order to live on long after she 
is gone. As I read through Robyn’s words, not only do they move in subject between home 
and Western Port estuary, Warneet, where Robyn and her partner sail a yacht. The words 
themselves are ebbing and flowing, down the page, pulsing as the tide between a quietly 
spoken voice, which the transcriber cannot decipher (see […]) and a projected, confident 
voice that is easily heard.  
 
I float off on a thoughtful tangent. With Robyn living so close to Warneet Foreshore she 
has no curtains. The estuary is always looking in, checking the painting/children too? Now 
we are outside in her yard. While I listen to Robyn speak of the flowers about her garden 
the sea air wisps by and I take it in on my breath. Robyn breathes this sea air each day and 
I stumble on a wondering: How many cells within Robyn’s body are taken from the 
estuarine air directly? I understand the paintings to be re-membered entities of Robyn 
Carter and the Warneet estuary of Western Port. 
 
Robyn did not want to speak with me about her artworks at the waterway where they were 
created. This was a preference that resounded from all artists I was to subsequently meet. 
Now I see, Robyn wanted to speak with me, and with her artworks. There we were, all 
three of us together in her studio underneath her home, a street away from the ebbing sea. 
Now I see, I became entangled in the space between home, artwork and waterway the day I 
met Robyn in her home studio. 
 
I am back in the blog post now, grinning at the lines on Robyn’s references to multiple 
perspectives. These paintings are / an aerial perspective / then again / I mean / I tend to 
move different perspectives / so if you actually analysed it you wouldn’t see it that way. I 
am reminded of the in-analysability of the bodyplaceblogposts. I shift to wonder, are we 
made of multiple perspectives? Now I see we send ourselves outward to places for their 
sustenance, and simultaneously we are (made of) places, sending our place-selves inward 
toward human for human sustenance. I now understand Robyn to be the painter and the 
estuary, and the estuary to be the painter and Robyn.  
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Summer, 2016 
I am thinking now about this moving, multiplicit, unanalysable matter of a gaze, 
illuminated by the eye, the accompaniment of Koro-Ljungberg, MacLure and Ulmer’s 
(unpub.) sparkling data. I see the artworks and transcripts as the stuff in a bird’s beak. 
When my gaze shifts, what is data shifts. Could it be that my eye is what illuminates data, 
the body? Could it also or otherwise be that what shifts my gaze, the other, animates the 
data like Rautio’s children carrying stones in their pockets, blur the ‘unfortunate 
nature/culture divide’ (2013, p. 1)? 
 
The bodyplaceblog swims with the living matter of time spent with artists and their stories 
of relationships with water. The figurations of artist, water and sustenance weave into each 
other like the poa, feather, and pillow stuffing. A nest is made while matter is carried in 
flight across our backyard to the pines, to be woven into sustenance by the nimble beak of 
the magpie. 
 
The literal research questions matter this way in the bodyplaceblog. Within the frame of 
space, place and body, the matter of the blog eddies into unpredictable, whirring 
amalgams. A porous canvas surface becoming more like the pine tree branches as time 
moves on, watching the yellow-tailed cockatoos crack the pinecones, stuff raining 
downward, catching here and there, sprinkling and nestling onto the ground. There are 
nests in nests being made with intended and un-intended matter. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 6, 2011, 2:09pm 
Working the nest 
Yesterday, with a mouth full of infected tonsils i stayed home. 
Weary from the laze and low-lying-ness of unwellness i took to the nest. 
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It doesn't have a screen 
It didn't need the outdoors where the wind was cold and rasping on my neck. 
  
a gentle 
homely 
pottering 
  
I began with my basket of ribbons and wools from nan 
Didn’t feel right 
Took grasses from outside 
I noticed the voices in my head 
you know those voices that niggle away 
past voices 
your own voice that judged someone else some time or another. 
this voice of mine 
critiqued the mess of strings and poa 
lack of skill 
unimpressiveness in general. 
what did i think i was doing this for, 
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i'm not an artist, 
or a weaver. 
  
i just watched,  
listened interested  
i was giving myself such a hard time, 
the theory of emergence-based education moved me 
to a quieter, but present, voice, 
pushing the purpose being the process,  
not the final product. 
 
Presentation excerpt, Spring, 2016 
Emergence as an ecological term refers to complex systems. A flock of geese flying in a 
‘V’ is an emergent complex ecologically. The sum of these parts, these geese, emit a 
pattern unachievable by any one individual. This bodyplaceblogpost refers to Margaret’s 
post modern emergence (Somerville, 2007) which acknowledges the alternative ways of 
knowing individual researchers must work with and from, particularly those who are 
working with and from Indigenous modes of knowing. In the planning phases of this 
research, I found my body, thinking with (post modern) emergence as not only a 
methodology as it was offered, but as ontology. That a researcher might listen to their past 
and present selves became a new, vitalising way of being and becoming for me.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, June 20, 2016, 8:56pm 
inversion 
Stomach squints a noise 
And fire cracks 
Shower drips and I fondle seeds from my teeth 
Breath out and begin 
Ive been stuck on the porous nest 
Vivi’s nest sits by me 
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Holes everywhere  
But a birds’ nest has no holes 
It is not porous 
It is watertight 
Lying with vivi 
Waves crash and mind turns 
Back there now 
Chewing toast  
The nest  
Maternal sea 
holds the water 
the domestic nest holds water too  
sooo when the surface of the  
maternal sea 
domestic nest 
Is inverted 
This new nest releases water from its bodies 
Shows me water  
everywhere  
 
Spring, 2016 
Cyclical water weaves life as precipitation, evaporation and transpiration. In this 
bodyplaceblogpost I feel a shift from a running river to the multiple, complex, ever-cycling 
nature of water. Pauliina Rautio (2013) opens a streaming kind of Western linear progress 
into a non-linear puddle while watching the play of children who are not working toward a 
reward or goal. The children’s autotelic play is like water to me. As Rautio observes their 
Grecian-style progress (Popekewitz, in Rautio, 2013, p. 8) she views them as they live out 
the ‘nature of things’ and adapt to the ‘way things are,’ in a non-linear way (Rautio, p. 8). I 
watch these children too, while I read this blog post. I see them delve into a pool of 
wetland water held in the nest, the porous nest. As they dive and dance I see life here is in 
movement, not linear, nor un-linear. The domestic nest holds water too / is inverted / shows 
me water is everywhere.   
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Becoming pregnant was a dance on the surface of a nest perceived as non-porous. Nests 
are porous, yet still they nurture, still they hold water. Margaret remarks this thesis 
couldn’t have been made without your children. I notice it also could not have been made 
without water. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, September, 2011 
I am Animal 
This post comes before the one just written. 
I've been absent from this blog during confirmation paper writing and 
wedding preparations 
baby incubating 
being a woman. 
I thought of this post while laying on the outdoor couch,  
on our deck,  
last Friday. 
Grey,  
worn on the arms,  
it sits in a stream of afternoon sun and loves whatever,  
whoever,  
enters it. 
I'd vacuumed  
completed chores. 
Return home to find out that I have been pregnant for 5 weeks. 
On the couch I plan to stay for a moment before beginning my work,  
My eyes close,  
orange light streamsthrough  
asking me back out,  
then fades. 
what should I be doing right now changed from attending to my education and 
career to 
attending to my body and growing child. 
…Is there no more animal than this? 
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With this post I bear witness to a woman sustaining herself as she becomes other. She is an 
animal, and a mother. A woman as mother sustains more than herself. This mother is a 
postmodern emergent complex, not composed of traditional stereotypes and bounds, but 
other matter.  
 
Before I move on I look back to the blog post to look beyond body to place. I cannot see 
place here in the natural sense. There is no poa or sheoak, no river, swamp paperbark or 
swale. Then I notice she is place. She is the place where the embryo grows: the nest, the 
body of the bay, an ecosystem, a system of living and nonliving matter that nurtures 
animals in life. 
 
Presentation excerpt, Spring, 2016 
The bodyplaceblog is private. I have played with making it public but this changes the 
voice, so I write specifically for myself, and for my supervisor, Margaret, with whom this 
thesis is made in conversation.  
 
As some of you may know, a blog is an electronic publishing template, like a journal, or 
newsletter that moves with time. I sign into the web interface and start reading at the most 
recent blog post. I read backward into the past blog posts published.  I have a sense that the 
blog is never-ending as I begin to read at today’s posts, written in the present moment. 
These posts are not finite. They are snippets of what is becoming what was. While never-
ending, the blog also ends at the beginning as I read it backwards. Even though I know 
what happens, I become a reader, flicking back further and further. I am tantalised by what 
happens next. 
 
Once I had blogged my research for a couple of years I knew it was time to begin to write 
my PhD thesis. While only a planning tool originally, the blog posts seemed to want to be 
included. Too obscure to simply create a thesis of blog posts, I started at the most recently 
made post one day, copied it onto a blank page, and began to write forwards around it in 
prose-writing. This continued as I kept reading backward in time through the blog posts 
while forming a story and theorising as I encountered them in the opposite direction of 
time.  
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I kept writing with my body. I wanted my work to emit sensations and affects, for me as 
the writer, and for the reader. I wanted to ‘do’ post qualitative research. Writing the thesis 
with the bodyplaceblogposts, time became further distorted. I let the theory I was engaging 
with weave with the blog posts, themselves made of theory too. Data and everyday life 
were ravelling, and new meanings emerged between. Chapter One was a direct lapping of 
forward time over backward time, like serpentine, knitted rows laying back over each 
other. By Chapter Two the writing’s sense of time was more patchwork, like a blanket of 
squares each made in their own way, with their own body and place matter in a present 
moment with each square becoming a warm blanket’s surface. By Chapter Two, time had 
become a blanket and the western sense of linearity had become irreversibly disrupted. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, July 6, 2011, 2:09pm 
Working the nest II 
got scissors 
went out onto the deck 
cut the long strands of Poa I'd been eyeing off splaying their greenery across the 
stairs. 
Chopped large clumps of the long spindly grass. 
Wet and cold in my hand. Strong. 
The rain and wind icy cold. fresh. 
And i wove them into the nest. 
It came alive. 
I noticed they tucked well around the nest, infact, they were inclined, in shade to 
curve, unlike the woven pieces. 
i couldn't return to the provincial lace, instead went to my knitting bag for Prue's 
pure wool. 
Its bumpy roughness meshed easily with the Poa. 
I became looser in my weaving technique, 
proud of what i was producing, not ashamed, bullying voices fading as I 
challenged them 
with this new way. 
the Poa tucked nicely into Prue's wool. 
They went well together, neither one able to work alone in this nest, 
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I smiled at the metaphor. Prue clapping her sticks and looking for the 
Aboriginality of the Koo Wee Rup swamp. Here was her wool, working with the 
indigenous material so nicely. 
The layers built up and the nest was done. 
for now. 
i've left room at the top for more to be added as time goes on. its got room to 
emerge. 
take on new layers. 
 It pleases me so much to look over at it now. 
You know, when you've done something, like cleaned the kitchen bench, or had a 
new haircut and you can't help looking over at it, or catching your image in the 
window, is that me!? 
The nest is still inside. 
We don't really have room for it, but I'm not finished looking yet. 
Finally I'd like to untangle it and return the materials to their various places. 
minimal impact and a symbol of the process as important. 
looking over now, it dulls as tiem goes on and I'm further from the moment i was 
so enravelled in its creation and the thoughts that pounded me while i did it. 
They were so strong, like they chose me, you know. 
The image of nan, her perfectionists' hand / eye when sewing. 
The image of woman weaving an eel trap as an Aboriginal woman. 
 
 
Summer, 2016 
The memory of Nan and Aunty Bronwyn weave into a life together in this blog post. This 
Bodyplaceblogpost exhibits moments of embrace between elements of bodies, places and 
time previously separated like the wool that is purled back along the row knitting into itself 
becomes something else. As I re-embrace everyday life I rub the other with my hand 
vigorously over a new heart and the blood flows again, for a new re-membered body. 
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Playing with emergence, I notice there is a process at work. Forms emerge in the weaving, 
other to the original forms, after the figuration has unravelled the projected idea of the 
figure into the making space. There is a process between dis-membering and re-membering 
space, place and body. Is this a posthuman emergence? 
 
Summer, 2016 
While putting a paper together in 2014 I found the space between body and place and I 
called it bodyplacetime. Bodyplacetime is the space I operate within in relation to the 
places around me, and my body, the past and the present. As I make a bodyplaceblogpost 
my consciousness moves between my body and the place about me, and my experience of 
time lengthens, slows and erupts. After practising making blog posts regularly like a 
meditation, I find my thoughts and perceptions altering. Entering bodyplacetime, I move 
through everyday life in this body/place/time space. 
 
Bodyplacetime returns to me now. Reading it with Bachelard’s Poetics of Space (1994) 
and Grosz’s Volatile Bodies (1994), I squint at the page, unable to describe this space. I 
muse at this given the specificity of body and time has been so necessary to finding this 
space, which I cannot speak specifically about.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, Wednesday, April 13, 2011, 12:54pm 
toilet sculpture 
Thinking on a toilet  
and a collection of circular stuff  
and how a river meanders through 
I needed to start research work from bed this morning. 
There are so many distractions once my feet touch the cold pine floorboards. 
I bend to put on my slippers. 
See the washing that has slipped under the bed. 
Pick it up. 
Take it to the laundry. 
Notice the washing from the day before that needs hanging. 
Put it in a basket. 
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Drop it by the door. One more hour won't hurt it... 
I have to start my study. 
Walk to the kitchen to get a cup of tea. 
That slash of de-cafinated coffee from last nights brew will stain if I... 
wipe it up. 
This morning p made me my tea in bed. 
I gathered my things from the van braving the stormy day. 
The chill of the wind and icy drops of rain drove me back to bed. 
And I read. 
I've got the first artwork concept articulated as of two days ago. 
I was sitting on the toilet in our house. The lone toilet, not the shower-companion. 
2005 I had begun pinning circular shapes to my bedroom wall. 
To look back, I recollect it started with old guitar strings, 
wound and bound for convenience 
ready to toss in the bin. 
I loved the look of their metallic resonance against and amongst each other. 
different 
individual 
important in the pattern 
imperatively wrapped together. 
I pinned them in a horizontal way. 
SInce I moved, they are in the lone toilet room on the wall opposite the bowl so 
a sitter can see. 
  
there is a woven speaker wire now. 
A circled strand of saltbush from our garden, golder and dried. 
A long eucalyptus leaf grown around and around in a cricle is the most recent 
addition from yackandandah folk festival camp site. 
3 bull ants bit me in that spot and left circular bruises 
I can't pin those to the wall but their story is in the leaf. 
The work will be an outdoor toilet 
Painted white inside 
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and covered in circular woven artifacts from everyday. 
The toilet represents an everyday resting place. 
People stop here in domestic life and other. 
The circular sculptures inside the toilet refer to the everyday movements and 
materials we encounter 
with a mixture of 'natural' and 'artificial'. 
  
The circle feels to me like a natural shape 
the cycle 
of life 
of death 
of a web  
of a behaviour or habit, the sun, life giver, the water drop, life giver, the cell - life, 
the air - particles of spherical positive negative and neatral charge - all circular in 
scientific representation. 
So far, my journalling has revealed how important the everyday is to me, and its 
adjustment, to be sustainable, and sustain the being. For example, my lust for 
chore-like exercise instead of gym treadmilling. This art work, then articulates all 
of this for me. 
Take a moment, in your domestic life, to observe the cycles of and circles in your 
sustenance...? 
So this might be a starting point. 
My art and the natural world. 
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Summer, 2016 
I am just in from tidying up the front verandah that is laced like a shoe with swales and 
house. I am the woollen thread Edith has traced around the front garden. Wattle tree 
branch, vertical verandah pillar, red rusting tricycle and a pile of dying pruned flowering 
bush branches are all embraced. I am inside and out, so voluptuously filled with present 
and past matter. 
 
I squint again as I say these words. The spectacle shifts.  In The Magic Faraway Tree Edith 
and I read last night, the world of spells grew windy and dark and moved away from the 
hole in the clouds, replaced with another land of different and equally wonderful, magical 
and unimagined possibilities. For me, the toilet sculpture bodyplaceblogpost is a post of 
new possibilities. My wonderful, magical, unimagined possibility is that of a small girl 
growing up in a feminist activist household experiencing the magical, unexpected 
possibility of celebrating the act of dusting today. 
 
The toilet sculpture blog post takes me back to the first time I vacuumed with pure 
vivacity. I felt the bend, stretch and heave of my breath giving me energy as I reached and 
retreated as a 30-year-old woman. Yesterday I cleaned the dust from objects in my home 
while I thought on making this chapter. I knew my home or nest as woven into my skin 
and my skin into the nest. I knew my home as a living entity. In that moment I had no 
animosity toward the act of dusting. On the contrary, my home was animated and with her 
I felt nourished. I caressed the length of the white, dust-covered power cord: my cloth and 
I clearing sticky dust from the now bright white surface. I look to it now. It is sparkling. 
 
Margaret has just sent a photograph of the two little girls’ fairy castles. They have built 
mounds of earth of various colours that may have been made by ants or avalanche, I do not 
know. Each mound has a human-made entrance beckoning the viewer from the outside in. 
What is in here? My desire for magical, unexpected possibilities is caught now.  
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Bodyplaceblogpost, May 6, 2013 
In our day to day 
A local melodrama 
Is 
Playing out 
the shearwater 
Is stranded 
between 
the story of us and the story of 
Surf beach 
And we 
Are becoming inter 
actable 
parts of this place 
through 
 
Edie's 
knitted shearwater  
 
Winter, 2016 
In our day to day appears again. In this bodyplaceblogpost the shearwater slows, oozes and 
weaves along the track of my breath. How is it that a non-animate knitted shearwater 
posing dead with no breath can bring me living breath? With her here I feel more alive 
than ever. Is it the space she offers me to swim in between her and my body? Takes me 
into the wondering of death and life as blurring verbs. Where ecologically a life 
disintegrates into the earth and is taken up by other animate matter as food, a death is 
always simultaneously becoming a life in the mangle. 
 
 200 
Bodyplaceblogpost, April, 2011 
Shearwater on the menu 
Two friends shared how they killed 3 shearwaters for food yesterday. 
As a new years feast they knew they would have a roasted bird of some kind. 
Duck? 
Chicken? 
They live at Cape Woolamai and from September to April the Shearwaters make 
their home here. 
2 million of them. 
Then they leave. 
Some make it, and others enter the ecosystem cycle. 
this is an Island reality at this time. 
The signs have gone up I noticed last night. 
And today in the night I saw my first 
mess of feathers, black and grey, 
A dead shearwater. 
They used a bat of some sort and 
then cooked them after plucking. 
They said this was hard. 
‘We might use paraffin wax’ next time. 
His mother was appalled. 
‘you have plenty of food, so why take them?’ 
' these are the most sustainable we could get, mum. they live here, we haven't 
used any nonrenewable energies to get them’ 
This discussion has continued in our house since it was told. 
Was it 'right' or 'wrong' or 'natural'. and 
which of these really exist. 
the meat was salty 
I remember from the story. too salty for either poacher to handle 
‘lucky we had a duck too’ said one. 
The other did push through and enjoy the strange taste. 
Conversation moved to the saltbush lamb sold in inland Victoria 
to honour the local conditions and reality for farmers raising beef there. 
It appalled a said diner, 
but it is real. fed off the land as it stands lamb. 
 201 
I haven't seen a live shearwater yet? 
<aybe I'll visit them tomorrow night, on the cliffs before they leave for another 
year. 
Stomachs reduced, heart and lungs enlarged. 
Phenomena to us. 
Shear 
water. 
 
Winter, 2016 
I am just out of the rookery where Edith and Vivi are now both asleep to the crashing 
waves, as usual. Both rooms are open a peep to let the fire’s heat in. Each room begins 
with a small, dark burrowed entry spilling backward into deep comfort. Each room is 
mostly feathered, made up of large mattress-on-ground nests.  
 
It is 11˚C outside and drenched in wet. The shearwaters are gone: back to the earth and 
back to Siberia, I noticed as I drove home yesterday. A carcass reminded me. As I stroked 
Vivi’s down, my mind wandered to thesis, preparing for tonight’s work. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, October 2010  
shearwaters on Phillip Island 
Sheen of Shearwater on shiny black tar 
Sitting and waiting in cars night lights 
40 kms per hour 
 
under my car 
Shearwater disappears  
Sleek Shearwaters streak dusk on Woolamai beach 
night time walk 
surfers galore 
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shearwater flaps home with ratty wings 
Shearwater disappears. 
 
It’s mid winter also returns to me. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, May 7, 2013 
It’s mid winter 
it’s mid winter 
and the wind howls outside. 
my dressing gown 
is like a down feather layer 
and the sun warms me 
sun trapped between my feathers and my body. 
I am a shearwater. 
Roosting in my rookery. 
Shearwaters arrive in september 
hearts enlarged 
stomachs reduced 
fat stores depleted 
ready 
to 
roost 
in their 
rookery. 
Some have energy 
and others 
lay here and there 
dotted amongst garden beds 
roads 
along streets 
and paths. 
Trying 
but not always succeeding to 
make it between homes 
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October, 2016 
I feel the wind on my skin as I ride my bike down the heathland along the coastline road. I 
feel grateful for my motivation to be in this lifeful act. My body is flying.  
 
Presentation excerpt, Spring, 2016 
Edith pleads regularly, I wish I could fly! Yesterday she announced her solution as her 
father spun her around and around. She seems satisfied, for now. The shearwater laying in 
our kitchen in our home is no coincidence, nor is the moment in the post where I become 
the shearwater, warm in my down feather layer, roosting in my rookery. Slowly, as I do 
this work, Surf Beach works her way in, and I work my way outward. I notice I do not 
necessarily remove my self from my place to find sustenance but become more than 
myself within it. 
 
A gale has blown up. In the warm bath of indoors, I write. I watch rain slice the crisp air 
sideways and the sound of the birds stills.  
 
Summer, 2016 
I want to finish with space. What was once thought to be nothing is now a wind of agitated 
air particles moving gently, caressing my skin. Bachelard (1994) and Grosz (1994) are 
sitting by me and I wander into their pages looking for ‘nests’ and the ‘mobius strip.’ 
Elizabeth Grosz’s Part Two: ‘Inside Out’, of Volatile Bodies begins with a quote from 
Didier Anzieu (1990) author of The Skin Ego:  
‘Repressed of today is the body’ (Anzieu, p. 64, in Grosz, 1994, p. 27).  
 
I have drawn up Bachelard’s Poetics of Space (1994) to find the ‘Nests’ chapter, though I 
am stopped as I flick with my honey-licked thumb, at the chapter titled, ‘The dialectics of 
outside and inside.’ Bachelard problematises the adverbs: there and here. The terms, inside 
and outside pose problems for metaphysical anthropology that are not symmetrical. To 
make inside concrete and outside vast is the first task, the first problem (Bachelard, 1994, 
p. 214). I play with this disruption. I am here with the seaweed becomes, I am here with 
the seaweed. I am the seaweed. Without these ‘unfortunate adverbs of place’ (p. 212), 
there and here, and the preposition that possesses the place, the nests unravel about me and 
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I unravel with them. I wonder past Bachelard’s dissymmetry, and ask, what if inside and 
outside are no longer dialectical, what if they are no longer?  
 
I draw Elizabeth Grosz’s (1994) Volatile Bodies and wash through it while sitting with 
Vivi and ‘Peppa Pig’ during our down-time. Immediately, Grosz’ Section on ‘Inside Out’ 
presents itself to me, a small toe reaching out to make contact in the night. I begin to read. 
Glorious plumage pillows my head as the fountaining wave of feathers that are her words 
engross and engulf me. Space is now splayed. The espuma of the waves is caressing its 
own aquatic surface of sand outside. I watch through salt-sprayed window.  
 
I am drawn out of the salt-spray by the child’s lips: 
The child’s lips, for example, form connections (or in Deleuzian terms, machines, 
assemblages) with the breast or bottle, possibly accompanied by the hand in 
conjunction with the ear, each system in perpetual motion and in mutual 
interrelation. Instead of seeing the obsessional person’s desire for impenetrability as 
a yearning for what is absent and lost, the obsessional person’s toes can be seen to 
make mechanistic connections with sand, with rocks, with grass, such that these 
‘external objects’ can no longer be considered either an internalized part of the 
subject or an expelled external residue of the subject; rather, they exist on the same 
level as the subject’s body parts (in this case, feet), neither inside nor outside but 
functional alongside of and with the subject’s body’ (Grosz, 1994, p. 116). 
 
The body, no longer repressed, makes and becomes-with. As the dialectic space is 
disrupted along with linear time in this moment, everything previously shackled by the 
adverbs of place, there and here, falls free and begins to move together. I nestle into this 
unknowable, inconceivable, exciting future being while also looking away. The 
bodyplaceblogposts, as nests of body and place, have been made with bifurcated time and 
the unravelled, shifting, moving matter of eddying, agitated space. It is neither a study on 
me at the centre, nor is it not me.  
 
My eyes rest on the slight waves laced with delicate white in front of me. My fingers tap 
the computer keys without needing my eyes. My breath sits upon the surface of the water 
and washes over the red, red rocks below.  
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Presentation excerpt, Spring, 2016 
I find a last post on nests. I paste it in to finish. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, 2013 
Nests 
Found this nest 
 
Watched Edith sleep 
 
Felt her sleep in the nest that is my body 
I wrap around her each night 
[We return to each other] 
Her solid soft feet 
Pressed on my thighs 
Head on arm 
Cocked slightly to its side. 
And with her i feel the warmth and 
Contentment 
Of nothingness.  
When no streak of sun stings 
Nor wash of rain or wind chill 
Am i her nest or is she mine 
Divine 
 
Am i her nest or is she mine? 
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Chapter 6. Looking back 
	
 
Presentation excerpt, November 29, 2016 
I am sitting down to compose this presentation. The word presentation catches me and like 
a child to a puddle I start to play. I throw in a C. C for children. I find two words, ‘present’ 
and ‘cation.’ In a salt molecule like sodium chloride, the sodium (Na+) or the cation, is 
characterised by the electron it gives chlorine (Cl-), the anion, simply because they 
encounter each other. They are attracted and enter a gifting process.  
 
I am thinking about children and swales through scientific concepts now. Disrupting the 
binaries assumed between science and the arts into a kind of artful science. Here are bodies 
and matter. With the cation, I can more easily understand the concept of Karen Barad’s 
unified original mangle (see Barad, 2010). Stuff is simultaneously separate and unified like 
these ions. Their attraction and gifting process spacetimematters them, while also 
characterises them as one. In conversation with this salt molecule, and post-qualitative 
theory, now, I'm looking back through my everyday life recorded in my private blog.  
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I compose the blogged electronic journal daily with water-consciousness, prose and 
distilled writing, recorded soundscapes, and snapped photographs.  
 
Here is one post. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, 20th October, 2016 
Lawson street life 
I have looked back over my shoulder from my spot at the kitchen table again. It is 
dark now 
hail pounds on the window.  
I cannot see it  
but I know what is there,  
it’s Lawson street 
her epidermic swales line each side of the  
visceral gravel road 
itself a giant replica of a long intestinal tract to me,  
The rigid structures,  
shading the water  
oxygenating the surrounding air 
these are the swamp paperbarks  
arching up to the sky  
like Edith’s ribs as she reaches to draw branches down.  
Hi, I am a tree.  
Like her ribs, their trunks support oxygenation,  
holding the finger-nail leaves that send life our way.  
And we 
we exhale to the sound of the shrike thrush,  
while walking Lawson street to the sea,  
we send life back.  
 
Swales are open drains with a permeable surface. They run along the roads that reach from 
our house to the sea. Water flows to the bay cleansed or seeps down into the groundwater 
where searching roots linger.  
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Bodyplaceblogpost, September 22, 2016. 
Lawson st, Tis morning, 
Tootoowhowoo 
Shrike thirst (thrush) calls 
Crunching feet respond 
 
Presentation excerpt, November 29, 2016 
I am looking through the blog. Sarah P. (‘Sah’) and I have talked on presenting a visual 
display with sound (for our collaborative presentation). I am going to give it a try. As blog 
posts roll by, they seem a flat topology of stuff, a visual of the mangle. I feel drawn to 
them all! I want to show you everything like a river does the leaves fallen as she flows. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, May, 2016 
It rained again today 
on and off light starry rain 
Im dry now by the fire 
looking in 
looking back 
Es pink overalls hang over the white chairs 
and Vs too 
I want to leave them at the door ready for tomorrows rain walk mum 
e pleads 
they will dry here i softly reply 
the rain has touched us 
softly 
softly 
on foot 
in boots 
lets go! 
babies in hand 
vivi with me siena doll with edie 
rain on heads 
light tickle 
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damp dropping hair 
warm warm torsos 
walking 
stomp here mum! 
and here! 
there are puddles everywhere 
big oblong 
rotund 
round 
oval opaque brown water pools 
vivi drops from hands at toes 
leather shoes dancing in the surface 
she can't feel it so it must be something else that has her 
gleening 
the splash and splash 
the unpredictable nature of the water moving 
in all directions 
everywhere 
faces 
legs 
hands 
the two are there in the puddle and I am watching 
dry clean 
photographing and filming 
and I skip to edies common query 
where are the parents in this book? 
why is the little girls alone? 
I drop too 
down 
i flinch 
water in through jeans immediately 
puddle sucks me in 
and down 
Girls screech with joy 
and we walk home 
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can we play in the bad weather again tomorrow mum? 
of course I sing. 
 
Spring, 2016 
Early in my Waterwatch work, it became clear to me that students were not noticing the 
waterway as much as driven to focus away from it to learn the complex scientific tests 
useful for determining its health. I wondered how could I draw their attention to the space 
between the science and the place? I was influenced by David Sobel’s work, when I read 
Beyond Ecophobia (1996), and later, Place-Based Education (2005). Sobel revealed to me 
that young children are more likely to want to care for the natural world if they are 
emotionally entangled with it, if we allow them space and proximity to love it before 
teaching them the woes of far-off environments.  
 
Sobel’s term emotion stays with me and I want to play with it in relation to the Lawson 
Street swales. I am drawn first to the concluding fragment –ion. I treat it as such, like an 
ion that is a positively or negatively charged particle, eager to give or take away parts of 
itself, eager to bond or attract. This is how I feel I am with the swales. I draw out my smart 
phone as the fragment of ‘e’ = electronic predicts, and photograph aspects of the flora, 
record sounds, post a blog entry or make a short film. I am taking parts of the swales home 
electronically - a magnet of the visual/sensorial kind. Edith and Vivi are more giving in the 
way they move into the swales with their bodies and boots: into the puddles, into the 
bushes, into the canopy. Now that I think on it, we often aim to reach the beach but are so 
drawn into Lawson Street and the swales that we get no further than 20 paces from our 
front door step.  
 
This reflection takes me to the particle of the word, motion. The movement of the street, 
the movement of water, and the movement of families as we move up and down, and in 
and out. Mum, you can’t go this way, this way is for little people only. The motion of 
Lawson Street is subtle but constant. Even when the water stills in the swales it is slowly 
seeping into the soil, to the water table where it is cleansed, and used by trees seeking 
water and nourishment through their adventurous roots. There is so much motion 
happening, which we don’t see. Water(marks) are made by the electronic pulses of 
technology that capture this place during our everyday life lived with it into the 
bodyplaceblog.  
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Now it occurs to me, that the ‘E’ has other entities attached. ‘E’ is for Edith. 
 
Presentation excerpt, November 29, 2016 
I start to take some images out of the blog and throw them into each other in the 
smartphone program, Imovie5.  
 
This is what played out when I pressed the ‘triangle’ as Edith calls it. 
 
Film Transcript, Spring 2016 
Lets get water in our boots, boots (Edith’s words) 
The water got in my sock 
Boots boots 
Lets get water in our boots boots 
If I was stuck in a puddle 
My boot 
I would 
Like this 
That’s what a riverwater is 
Its like a little forest 
That’s a riverwater 
[me: do it again] 
What did you say? 
Mumma I want to see if Molly is there? 
Its just a lovely day to plant in the morning 
[vivi chortles] 
 
Late Summer, 2015 
Paul and I are standing on the verandah to watch the setting day. We peer through Judy’s 
large pine trees on the neighbouring property. To the left is Lawson Street. It is the dirt 
road/track we have driven, walked, ridden, hopped, ran, played and jumped in puddles on. 
It leads to the ocean, and Paul notices, leaning toward it like he is travelling down the road, 
                                                
5 I have uploaded this film onto Vimeo to be viewed at: https://vimeo.com/199278635 
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I love to hear the waves. I am looking the other way, down the side of the house toward 
our nectarine tree that grows one nectarine a year. We ate this year’s one last week. It was 
deep red in most parts, small and firm, and the flesh was a yolk yellow. Edith and I took 
turns. A sheep is calling out and now a cow lows. I love to hear the animals, I reply. All 
the while the lorikeets, magpies, willie-wagtails and New Holland honeyeaters are chirping 
and calling during the evening feed. Then I notice, or wonder at least, are we experiencing 
our territory marked by sensations? 
 
Each night, since we found out the baby might not make it I sit here and write one thing I 
am grateful for, like a meerkat standing by her burrow saluting the sun as it sets.  
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, August 8, 2016 
Learning the shrike thrush’s call 
 
 tootootootootoowooooowit 
 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, August 22, 2016 
A song of survival 
Edie is singing at the top of her lungs and these are the lyrics 
You'll survive 
You'll survive 
You are happy and smiling at the flowers 
Youre still as a statue 
You are surviving 
You don't want to die 
You don't want to die 
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You are a statue 
You are a manifold statue 
You are queen of the fire 
When you're calling fire! 
You want to get your mum and dad 
Or you'll die if you touch that 
If you burn  
You'll die 
That's how you do things that you don't want to go near 
Or you get a fire 
Caaaaaage!’ 
 
Spring, 2016 
Vivi, Edith and I are sprawled on the couch in the afternoon sun, resting. Edith has made 
up a song and I am reading my blog post of it (A song of survival). She is problem-solving 
survival. There is a general pattern she uses. If there is a problem, she recommends a 
solution by purchasing something, doing something, or avoiding something. Edith reminds 
me, there are many ways to respond to issues of survival. 
 
I am thinking about sustainability in terms of excess where art produces excess and how 
this excess might spill me through the catastrophe of sustainability into the rhythm of 
sustainability. I notice, I revel in, approach, and live for the beauty of everyday life in an 
over-the-top way, flamboyantly, and here I am energised and sustained. Grosz (2008) is 
explaining Deleuze’s art. Art addresses problems and provocations by producing 
sensations, affects and intensities (p. 1). For Grosz there is ‘much art in the natural world.’ 
Anything that is in excess, ‘of no use but nevertheless attracts and appeals’ is the 
‘excessiveness of the body and the natural order’ (2008, p. 7). 
 
The song of a bird is sweeping me up from the sheoak behind me. Showering itself across 
the light of the sky, I spill breath at its beauty. I look to my thoughts and find myself 
drawing these words, ‘problems and provocations’, ‘excess,’ and ‘survival’ into my 
reading of Deleuze’s (2003), Logic of sensation: Francis Bacon, where Deleuze is writing 
that all painters travel through catastrophe into rhythm when making an artwork. Grosz 
begins with a quote from Nietzsche – ‘Art and nothing but art!’ (Nietzsche, in Grosz, 2008, 
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p. 1). Do art and the natural world, when woven, propose a new way to respond to 
sustainability?  
 
It occurs to me that Sustainability, as a movement, might be differently addressed by art 
between the terms catastrophe and excess. Sustainability is traditionally defined as 
resisting the catastrophe before the end, sustaining what we have in rations, so we can 
survive. This definition is a problem and provocation for lack or reduction. What if I 
reframe it so that sustainability is a problem and provocation for excess? In this thesis that 
I have so loved drawing together, I have spilled through catastrophe into its blogged 
rhythm, in response to sustainability. I am an energy molecule, energised, and fed by a 
plethora of sensation and everyday life all about me. The fingers on a piano sound over the 
radio into my skin, which now buzzes in time to the wind dancing the Banksia tree 
branches and their tinsel leaves before me.  
 
When the body’s molecule for useable energy, ATP, is in excess, it does not settle, 
stagnate or stop. On the surface ATP molecules looks still. The reaction continues to move 
back and forth though, where individual atoms swap oxygen molecules. There is still the 
same ratio of ATP and ADP though they themselves dance into different forms 
continuously, becoming ATP and un-becoming ATP.   
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, August 22, 2016, 8:30pm 
After-dinner-run 
 
Look mum,  
the Swales are right by the path! 
Is this the plant dad pulled out? 
 
Edith is froth and flow with every object that pings her stories from 
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Past 
Flung into present 
 
We run 
Fast 
She falls 
Stands up 
A cry 
Dusts 
That was still fun! 
She reflected quickly 
On we go.  
 
 
Spring, 2016 
I am struggling with writing this chapter. I struggle to shake the feeling I am meant to 
conclude and share a revelation at the end of it all. I am telling this to Paul in the deeper 
part of the night while the children sleep and we can share these thoughts in streamline 
tenderness. He smiles and offers that I am a writer and a thinker, and I have made 
something beautiful for the girls, and for the planet. As he enquires further I start to spill 
words across the kitchen floor and answer my own worries.  
 
Is the closest I have come to the scientific mode of sustaining waterways to have planted 
the swamp paperbark seedlings along the swale edges, this month just gone? I didn’t plan 
it though I do remember the moment it occurred to me that I might do it, and then later, on 
another walk, I noticed a thought that I might actually do it. The pivotal point was a 
moment of grief for the loss of the Lawson Street swales at the hand of council 
maintenance and new land-owners keen to de-clutter their nature strips. And a moment of 
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decision: I could plant a tree. This takes me to Edith’s frequent declaration of her desire 
and decision to stay alive, I don’t want to die, Mum.  
 
I tell Paul it is not what I have discovered that stays with me at this end, but what I am now 
repelled by. My father told me I always knew strongly what I didn’t want to become when 
planning a career, always less certain on what I would become, and content to let the days 
and months, years play out, I guess I have always been most comfortable following the 
threads of an artful life. Paul and I are talking about time and its surprising importance 
here. It is the future I am averted from. I think to Barad’s (2010) paper where she asserts 
she does not believe in the future, and Grosz’s (2005) sharing that she is uninterested in it. 
I dare to creep forward and feel repelled by it. I speak and I accuse the future of not 
listening to the present, and therefore not listening to bodies and places. I boldly assert that 
this is why sustainability education still struggles to alter the behaviour of students in this 
field. When we intend to sustain the planet in a stagnating notion of the future do we arrest 
all the creative possibilities, as well as the very apparatus needed to get us there: a fluid, 
moving, oxygenated waterway, brimming from the bed of intention?  
 
Now I am in this waterway of belief and I am convinced I am following my thread. A 
creek bed may roll delightfully down a gully to an open sea estuary, though without water 
within its banks, life does not flourish within it but lays dormant, in waiting for the rains. I 
am going to stay close to my intention to end without conclusion of what I know, instead 
concluding with curiosity for what I see, looking back and moving forward. Paul asks how 
I am going as I type away at the keys. I am feeling back in the flow, I reply, and move 
along. 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, Spring, 2016 
Walking II  
Walking back song Mawson street 
Thinking of chapter 6 
Visiting each artist in my head 
What do they have to say on looking back? 
Each one did it 
Did they? 
Looked 
 217 
Back to where they painted 
What 
A bunny slips past follows by ute 
Such is the fauna and stuff of laws on street 
Mind skips to my and prues painting here last year with Vivi  
titling around 
I'm working this painting and sound into talk 
You've gone too far 
Prue told Edit  
Who rubbed a bright white  
here  
over her ‘echidna’ 
DeleuE writes of spheres in logic of sensation 
I must look into that 
Each artist  
I return 
Feet steps slow 
Hips grateful for walk 
Each artist moved between looking back 
And being with 
Bias thesis title creeks in here 
The body returned them 
Flailing 
She posting 
Tender touch of hands 
I thought they would press I tot heir waterways  
to speak of their art on them  
But no  
homes 
Washing 
Beach visits 
Garden strolls 
Oh 
The mundane everydayness is ordinary 
And that it isn't extra-ordinary is its gift 
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Its abundance! 
I smile 
And move off now 
This is too long 
And I am needed inside. 
 
Spring, 2016 
I took to Lawson Street swales this morning, bounding from bed to fit in a walk to the sea 
before the girls woke. The covers of the bed did not drag behind me. I wanted to go.  
 
As I reach the heathland-coated cliffs, I wriggle my excited body in the broad, warm drape 
of coastal quilt with its azul blue sheet of sky and sea wrapping me while I walk. It feels 
like I am threading myself together in the act of walking here. My shoulders shrouded with 
a calming and soothing quality, I am reflecting. I am writing Chapter Six, and Margaret 
has read the second iteration. I think again on how great I feel right now. I have awarded 
the writing of the bodyplaceblog for my sustenance through early motherhood, though 
now, looking back, I wonder, is it also the daily walks between home and here, the coast?  
 
I am at the beginning of the blog posts now, and I am beginning to draw the thesis to an 
end. I am winding down in a kind of bedtime rhythm, cleaning my teeth and washing my 
face at the end of a thesis-making day. It is difficult to stay in the flow that the work has 
conjured over the last six years. I catch my mind trying to work during the day while my 
body tends the children and domestic duties. Another section of my mind peers under the 
water surface, and sees the suspended words: This work is done in the process of the 
writing and the walking. There is nothing to be done until your body is consulted. Leave it 
for now. This thought slows me and I surrender. With my breath returned, I feel the 
meditation-water of my births shiver down my body from head, over spine to feet. This 
takes me to Margaret’s wonderings on the location in the thesis of the post I wrote after 
Edith’s birth.  
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Bodyplaceblogpost, July 20, 2013, 5:37pm 
Entropy 
Her small body falls on mine 
Skin 
To 
Skin 
Still 
As the water sprays her back. 
I said ‘kiss?’ 
No response 
For a moment then a little head turned 
Half open soggy lips 
Press to mine 
And her head falls back into place. 
Ahhhh 
I could stay her all my life I think as I rub 
The goats soap on her and my body 
The showering process 
Treats Edith and I like one body. 
 
My memory floods 
During this sensational experience. 
My labour took me to the shower 
Twice 
where i stayed as long as i could. 
mum sprayed the water in my back as i kneeled on the floor. 
mum was worried for my knees it I remember feeling nothing. 
Just the bliss of the warm streaming water. 
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I called mum from the shower on the morning of Edith's coming. 
Remember askin for a moment 
While a surge took me over 
Then back on again 
Head poking around the green polka st shower curtain I so love. 
Had one on the backseat ready for a car born baby 
And another in the cupboard for when this one moulds up. 
I bought three. 
Get in the car mum said. 
Oh it'll be a while I offered 
Back. The midwifed say I've got ages 
So come 
Over 
We will have a fire and make some bread. 
It'll be lovely. I'm okay.(surge) 
Haha that's 
Right. 
The weather outside was just as its been the last two days. Storms storms hail and 
ice coldness. 
Had I not gone to the hospital on mums urging 
And waitin for the afternoon, 
We would have been stuck on the island that day Edith came 
The road at 
San Remo flooded 
To make two western port islands like their used the be. 
She might have liked to have been 
Born 
In the flood waters! 
But we went early 
And I remember not the experience of th weather 
Just the log that rolled out of the fire 
During the night before Edith came. 
Paul trying to warm the house for the first phase 
In our little 
Surf shack. 
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A laughable debarckle 
Trying to make everything so intrinsically beautiful 
Beautiful To match 
The beautiful 
Coming of Edith. 
The ceremony was imperative 
To my reexperiencing it 
This way 
In memory. 
It was also inevitable. 
Such a staged 
Phased 
Performance of my body 
And Paul's body 
And our collective self 
One and one equaling one to make another for another total of one. 
So it's a year later in the similar depths of winter 
And our lapwing lady 
Lies dreaming by me 
Warms s grown 
But still reminiscent of her newborn self 
Who I watched and watched 
From the movement they brought her out of me. 
I lay on the table 
With a curtain hiding me, 
The performer and the audience, 
From the finale 
Of the third act! 
Paul sat beside me 
And shared his list of 
Things we might 
Like to do as a family. 
Who will be filling this 
Third roles !? 
we just did not know. 
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Looking at her now 
I can't imagine not knowing her 
And thank her for her role in bringing me the me I know now. 
I know not all women feel the partial become whole 
When they birth their children? 
Did my blogging body landscaping mindful artful practice help? 
I just can't know. 
Then the cry sounded 
Why were we surprised!? 
We knew she was coming 
She and I had been 
Working through the rhythms of her passage all night and all day. 
Oh we had! 
And when she couldn't come 
They opened my body 
A third party 
And brought her from my 
Belly ‘beary’ 
A nest 
Tucked 
Line marks the spot below my 
Navel 
And sometimes when 
I sweep it sends a sensation up my middle 
I imagine the bits joined now 
Some weren't joined before. 
I don't write about my body 
I didn't write at all 
After Edith was born 
Except for shopping-list-like reams 
Of her daily actions and habits 
Rote learning 
her rhythms into me. 
The notebooks are like tattoos 
Of love 
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Me saying 
I'm watching 
Learning 
Knowing 
Listening to you. 
The cries and contortions that told us she wasn't feeling well when I ate dairy 
One spoon okay 
Two too much 
All emerged from these notes. 
Then there she was. 
A dark 
Large faced 
Thick haired 
Little little girl! 
Her lips were pressed on mine 
And we shared breath and fluid 
For and twenty of moments 
Captured now on a camera photos stream thanks to tarsh, our midwife. 
We kissed for the longest time 
With the same lips used in the show and in the same way 
Since then shes always 
told me she'd like some breast milk with 
A crescent moon shaped press 
Of mine to hers 
Mouth to mouth. 
No words needed. 
Just bodies. 
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Bodyplaceblogpost, February 19, 2016 
LWson street Swale painting 
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Spring, 2016 
 
‘We need to listen to what painters have to say’ (Deleuze, 2003).  
 
 
 
(Painting by Edith Rowbottom) 
 
There is one artist I have not specifically spoken with in these pages. This painting is made 
by Edith. Prue, Edith and I painted on the Lawson Street swales earlier this year. Edith 
used her own paper taped on her painting board (an old chopping board) and took paint 
from a miniature wooden painting box that holds her favourite coloured paints. Prue sat by 
Edie: Prue on her painting stool, Edith squatting by a dry swale and I, with Vivi in the 
swale. I looked up when I heard Prue notice Edith painting over her echidna in white, Oh, 
now you have gone too far. I want to listen to Prue, the painter, and to Edith, the painter: 
What if we allow ourselves to go too far, and to keep going?  
 
Edith was not interested in stopping at one representation of the swales, nor was she fixing 
to paper an identity for the swales. In terms of naming her world, Edith exhibited nothing 
for anyone. She arguably existed with the swale and this moving moment is evidenced in 
the artwork made in the space between her and swale. Her art is for her alone. Not to keep 
or look back on. She walks past it on the wall now without recognition. Edith’s artwork is 
a moving watermark of the painterly kind and for me, evidence of the assemblage where 
Edith and swale are agentially cut, spacetimematter, in the making of the work, for a 
moment.  
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Bodyplaceblopost, February 2, 2016 
Doom and gloom 
 
 
 
Sitting in the coaching wavy womb room 
While Vivi sleeps I tap out these trailing words 
Left dangling from prices visit 
Colour 
 
Prue cares for the colour mostly 
As she swirls a second layer over the first 
It was too flat 
The paper has taken the water 
And I want it to stand up more 
The Ponting 
I don't fall for the doom and gloom  
She also shares 
then I offer that I am wanting to take care of the swales since vivis placenta 
tumour 
Prue thinks Edith has gone too far 
Her echidna 
Edith placed  
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A bodily form  
in white on a dark background  
has now clouded over 
 
Grey circles on grey and pulled paper where Edie has rubbed hard 
Edith is not attached to what was befor 
nor what comes next 
She was with each layer as it laand now 
The punting is stacked in a corner still stuck to her board 
She does not care for soon and gloom either 
I settle my mid panic at this section 
Trying to build andnprotec the Swale titree stands feels frantic against edies 
cloudy echidna 
Scratch my head 
Smile 
Like the cartoons 
I am thinking over this 
Slippers call. 
Neighbours heater hums 
Waukmer has come and gone 
My chilly neck and nose 
Toes 
Tell me so. 
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Spring, 2016 
Deleuze’s Logic of Sensation (2003) is also right by me at the kitchen table. I am finding 
this presentation with Sah on children and place-naming their world soaking into this 
chapter. I open to the page I recall on spheres: 
A round area often delimits the place where the person – that is to say, the Figure – is 
seated, lying down, doubled over, or in some other position. This round or oval area 
takes up more or less space: it can extend beyond the edges of the painting or occupy 
the center of a triptych (Deleuze, 2003, p. 5). 
 
Edith has delimited the swales as place for me. The multiple layers of time iterated on the 
paper, and the sprawl of space laid over the figure, differentiates Edith’s relationship with 
the swales compared to Prue and mine: While Prue and I sit there, waiting for the swales to 
speak, taking their portrait in that moment in that place, Edith’s painting is made in the 
movement of time. Edith is fluid, a water droplet from cypress tree to tongue and through 
the body, out pores, all simultaneously. She moves like a dancer, ‘delimiting’ the swales 
from the stagnated frame I record them into with my painting. Edith’s round painting has 
extended water beyond the swales, and I wonder, is this how the swales ache to be named? 
Never in isolation of the other-water they were and already are? 
 
Deleuze (2003) goes on when I turn the page:  
As for the textures, the thick, the dark, and the blurry, they are already preparing 
for the great technique of local scrubbing with a rag, with broom or brush, in 
which the thickness is spread out over a nonfigurative zone. Clearly these two 
techniques of local scrubbing and asignifying traits belong to an original system, 
which is neither that of the landscape, nor that of the formless or the ground 
(although, by virtue of their autonomy, they are apt to ‘make’ a landscape or to 
‘make’ a ground, or even to ‘make’ darkness) (Deleuze, 2003, p. 8). 
 
Edith’s painting makes place. In asignifying the space of the echidna portrayed, Edith 
moves from attempting to capture place to making landscape. She frees the swales from 
the plight of dirty, dry drain and enables them to move and continue becoming.  
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Bodyplaceblogpost, October 6, 2016 
Robyn’s estuarine yacht 
Interview with Robyn Carter 
June 2011 
(Her words) 
Ian: The fella who built it 
the first owner 
it was owner built  
he was one of the foundation members of the yacht club 
he apparently had a boat  
he fitted out himself  
he was sort of a laboratory technician  
Melbourne university  
all sorts of seeder [cedar] 
and things like that 
He …  
the back of it is  
a whole set of  
laboratory shelves  
from Melbourne University  
Me: I recognise it  
I did science at Melbourne uni  
that’s the same  
what the science labs are like 
Robyn: The estuary here …  
it is just so relaxing.   
I don’t know  
you can just  
get the rhythm and  
get things right  
so it's good.   
The opportunity for really low key  
good lifestyle environment here  
which is great 
socially it's really good  
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I can stay in my studio and not talk to anyone if I don’t want to  
or I can go out  
walk along the path there  
will say hello  
Yeah the colour  
more sort of greens  
really strong the feeling of the estuary  
you know  
I mean  
between the estuary at low tide  
obviously not much water in there  
the water is pretty well … there.  
 it gets to the point where you  
it's just mud  
sometimes there's virtually no water  
just the tiniest little bit in the very bottom  
then the tide comes in and  
it all fills up again 
ow this is the path  
but this is the water,  
this is the estuary 
I'm sort of working towards that being part of the estuary  
when you go up into the edges of the estuary  
it's very flat  
you get a lot of little ponds  
when the tide goes out and exposed  
there's mud  
then it comes back in again  
so I'm feeling my way  
try and get some feeling of the estuary  
of how it actually is  
I thought that would be interesting  
it's showing the work before it's finished 
showing it how it actually starts off  
yesterday afternoon painting to  
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block in the  
whole feeling of the  
estuary environment. 
 
Spring, 2016 
 
 
	
(Robyn	Carter’s	unfinished	painting)	
 
It’s an emotional thing and a physical thing, Robyn told me. I am spending time with 
Robyn again and think to how remarkable it is that she would return from her walks or 
yacht trips and make her paintings from memory and sensation. Robyn soaked in the 
wateryplaces she visited, and returned home imprinted. 
 
This painting is a map of impression to me, Western Port pressing in on Robyn. 
Imprinting, scientifically, is the impression made on one organism by another that leads to 
a motherly bonding. The most famous example is with ducks. The first organism, no 
matter what species, for a duck to see will be ‘imprinted’ as their mother. Was Robyn 
imprinted with Western Port, her mother?  
 
Robyn describes her life by the Warneet coast as relaxing. Robyn found rhythm in the 
estuary, just as Deleuze (2003) wrote for Bacon that he found rhythm in painting. It occurs 
to me now through her post that living with art, artfully, was potentially as nourishing for 
Robyn as making art itself. These two things are more than interrelated, they are a 
collective phenomenon or spacetimemattered together, in this blog post. Does Robyn’s life 
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on the estuary need the estuary and art to bind up against each other, to hold the rhythm?  
The predictability in the tides of the Western Port coast-line at Warneet: is this the 
unconditional love of a mother? 
 
Presentation excerpt, November 29, 2016 
I drift off in thought between the theory Sah and I have chosen, and the blogged/film raft. 
The multiple layers of sound and image lay over each other and bring me to notice how 
much I have. So many posts, photos, sound files, and days walking the swales.  
 
Grosz argues that so much of nature is art (2008, p. 8), and art, sensation and nothing else 
according to Deleuze, art is excess. Now I feel justified in my throwing stuff into the film 
based on love. I slip into another thought –  
 
In Logic of Sensation, Deleuze (2003) proposes that art, which is its own form of 
becoming, not creator nor viewer, attends provocations and problems moving through 
catastrophe into rhythm. What I find on the other side of the blogged assemblage then is 
potentially a world-naming that enables planetary sustenance in a daily rhythm of being-
with. Where intentions for sustainability are so often about reducing and restricting, I 
wonder how life can be sustained in pleasurable contact with Grosz’s excess?   
 
I notice a new amalgam of stuff is swilling in me and oozing out of the film. Is this the 
excess? The names? Sounds and visuals are washing over each other and messing with the 
assemblage and with what is given agency. Did you hear and see Edith speaks to the road: 
Let’s get water in our boots, boots / what did you say? She inquires solemnly looking to 
the gravel, and a bird sings along in response. Does the film reveal the community of the 
swales, of which edith, bird, road and vivi, are part? Has a voice been given to the naming 
their bodies are already doing? 
 
It crosses my mind that there are more beautiful, more charming watery places to study. 
But the swales choose us and the children choose them. Their becoming our main watery-
world focus is due to an ordinary, everyday relation. They spill into our homes (and boots, 
socks and mouths), and into our bodies daily. The dotted line of attraction is strong. As 
Edith exclaims, that’s a riverwater, the water droplets on cypress appear. The film exposes 
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the cyclical non-linear nature of water to me. Edith had us drink these water droplets one 
morning from the tips of the cypress fronds sleeping over swales. 
 
Drip, into our mouths.  
 
 
 
The disruption of what is water highlights the photo of Vivi with the soil of the swale 
around her mouth - the aftermath of a swale feast. 
 
 
 
This takes me to when Edie’s voice in the film names Vivi to be, like a river forest. Edie 
repeats it twice, as if so convinced.  
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With the swale soil and the riverwater in her gut, a stone in her hand and kikuyu grass 
behind her, dress covered in small field of flowers, perhaps Vivi is a river forest?  
The blogged/film raft has shifted the spacetimematter agentially cut for me, and presents 
me with a new version of what is possible. The deeper I dwell in the tangent of the dotted 
line, the faster I bounce back and forth along it.  
 
Then it blurs and I stop.  
 
Here, in the blurred space of giving and receiving I find an edieviviswalehybrid living out 
an ordinary, plentiful everyday life that brings me such sustenance. I have come across 
Bachelard in relation to naming. I note it down: 
There are images that stem directly from matter 
the eye assigns them names 
but only the hand truly knows them (Bachelard, 1999, p. 1). 
 
Or Bachelard, does the hand assign names too, through processes of everyday living and 
making? 
 
Bodyplaceblogpost, October 4, 2016 
Walking 
Wind is pushing my blue body 
Sand track 
Grey sea 
I made my morning walk! 
Step out 
Quiet plan to plant a swamp paperbark  
Check them first 
Alive! 
Back from dry bowed  
Dead 
I'm amazed 
I restate them 
Photograph and walk on 
Now 
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Wins pushes me 
Strong 
Along shore  
Taking photos looking down I wonder what if I look back 
Swivel 
Turn 
Snap photo 
It's nice 
Occurs to me straight away 
I often do t look back with girls 
Slow down 
Wait without a sign 
Then thru trust I know they're coming 
And we all move on together 
Trust keeps ringing 
That sound in ear after so much noise 
My days since shearwater visit in the night 
 
Late Summer, 2015 
 
 
I am so excited to find Robyn’s artwork in the Gallery Magazine for National Gallery of 
Victoria this morning. I am looking back through one of Mum’s Gallery magazines in bed 
with a cup of tea. I recall this specific painting of deep reds and a soft sand estuary with a 
warmed, Warneet heart. I know this painting. It is of Warneet estuary, Western Port by 
Robyn Carter. I know Robyn stopped doing Western Port paintings a while ago and I am 
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curious as to why this is being exhibited again. I read further: Paintings by the Late Robyn 
Carter. 
 
I hadn’t known: Robyn Carter has died. 
 
Spring, 2016 
Edith is now four and a half. I have found a photograph of her in our family album:  
 
 
 
She is two years old and laying with her back to me, the photographer. I am looking (at 
her) back while she lies, arms nestled as a pillow for her head, on the warm sand of 
Cleeland Bight on the coast of Western Port. This image reminds me, I am not Edith’s only 
mother. Edie nests here, outward from me, dug into the sandy dunes, into the matter of 
Western Port, with her body.  
 
I see, she (trusts th)is place.  
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